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As in ſmooth oil the razor beſt is whet, 6 
So wit is by politeneſs ſharpell ſet ; - 11 
Their want of edge from their offence is ſceny | 9 F 
Both pain us leaſt when exquilitely keen. ” 
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CONTATNE 5 


In This Vo LU ME. 


DR OP of amber, from a poplar plant 


A dying Latiniſt, of great renown - 
Atter each skilful touch, and ev'ry grace 
After ſome threeſcore years of caterwawling 
A haughty courtier, meeting in the ſtreets 
A hum'rous fellow in a tavern late 
A late regulation requires that no ſtain 
A little languiſhing, thou ſent' to ms 
A little world, I ſay again 
All folk who pretend to religion or grace 
All journey forward to the ſelf- ſame place 
A manly wit, a child's ſimplicity 
Amaſia hates a prude, and icorns reſtraint 
A maſtiff's teeth are juſiiy held in vogue 
A muſe expiring, who, with earlieſt voce 
An author young, who Tp for fame 
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Anger's a kind of gain, that rich men know 
An opera, like a pillory, may be ſaid 
A poet, and a traitor, is ſuch news 
Approach, ye wiſe of ſoul! with awe divine 
Around your couch, while ſighing lovers view 
As Gion lately in the temple fat | 
As in ſome piece, while Lule his skill expreſt 
As lead and feathers, in the arrow's flight 
As many ſhapes the thundring god put on 
As Sh----& at Temple was taking a boat 
As Sir, Toby reel'd home, with his skin full of wine 
As Thomas was cudgel'd one day by his wife 
As virtue's always in thy mouth, how can 
A ſwarm of ſparks, young, gay, and bold 
At Chriſt-Church marriage, play d before the king 
At Dryaen's tomb, inſcrib'd with S. 4s name 
At Duakers, dear Euſebia, why ſo wroth 
A Welſhman and an Englipman diſputed 
A whore is like a ſquirrel, that doth veil, 
A wolf retiring from Whitehall. | 
A woman is a book, and often ſo:nd 


Efore enjoyment lovers cry - 

i= Behold-the laſt and beſt edition 
Behold theſe waves ! ah, never at a ſtay 
Belinda ſighs for Strephon, and: wou'd ſhow it 
Beneath this verdant hiliock lies 
By/s brags ſhe as beauty, and can prove the ſame 
Biblis does ſolitude admire | 
Bold thief, indeed ! that ſteals, before his face 
Books of ſcience when you print. 
Bay, break thy reeds, and ſplit thy uſeleſs pen 
Brave Titus three years had in London been 
Brus ſays I publiſh jingling rhymes 
Burnet and Ducket, friends in ſpite 
By fav'ring wit Maecenas purchas'd fame 
By Satan taught, all conj'rers know 

By various means th' immortal Homer ſeeks 


ET . 
liſta's hapleſs fate, her guilty flame 
Calvus of late extreme long locks does wear 
C-rthy, you ſay, writes well---ſuppoſe it true 
Celia, thou faireſt of the fair | 
Charg'd with writing of bawdry,this was F.-ug 's reply 89 
Second 62 


Chaſte, pious, prudent, C-— the 

Cheronean Plutarch to thy deathleſs page 

C---r, the wonder of a brazen age 

Cinna (ſays Martial) wiſh'd to have it thought 

Circles are prais'd, not that abound 

Che, no more unjuſtly fear, 

Come hither, read, my gentle friend 

Commerce and peace rellor'd, each ſea his own 

Concord is conquer'd, in this urn there lies 

Cou'd but my words my real paſſion ſhew, 

| Cry'd one to a fot, while you tope at this rate 

Curio's rich fide board ſeldom ſeet the light 

C -1, let me adviſe you, whatever betides 

Cyprus muſt now two Yenus's adore 

DAN Congreve ſpent in writing plays 
Deaf, giddy, helpleſs, left alone 

Dear Sally, emblem of thy chop-houſe ware, 

Death at a cobler's door oft made a ftand | 

Dick had but two words to maintain him ever 

Dolcia and Darcia when in dance they move 

Dor inda's ſparkling wit and eyes 

Dryden is dead! Dryden alone cou'd fing 

Daulman, who wou'd be thought a wit 

Dulne/;, good goddeſs, chanc'd to ſee 


EAny this morn, a time to muſes kind 


Fu. you ſay, is much inclin'd 
Fair, kind, and true, a treaſure each alone 
Fame ſays, pope 7u/ius once the ſword did wield 
Fat Fack, when he lately an opera writ 
Fickle is vext at heart, he ſays, to fee 
For cares whilſt love Reg. the remedies 
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319 
304 

91 
311 


I. 


Fornmio bewalls his fins with the ſame heart 333 
For other princes let the abbey be 264 
For's country Code us ſuffer'd by the ſword 464 
For twice nine cent'ries, why has partial fame, 473 
Four crowns the Britiſb empire claims | 156 
From flow'r to low'r, with eager pains 439 
Full oft doth Mat with Jopaz dine 147 
(3 4745, he that doth gifts beſlow 107 
Gay Celia late in wagg'ry took 457 
Gemellus ſeeks old Maronil to wed 100 
Giles Felt, as ſeeping in his cart he lay 317 
Give me, great monarch, pounds five ſcore 37 


Grateful to me's the fire, the wound, the chain 418 
Great Strafford/ worthy of that name, tho' all 203 


Grief ſhou'd have turn'd thee to a ſtone | 299 
G7ize-all, a cunning cit, a niggard elf 205 
HAD Bromic only liv'd two ſummer's more _ 301 
* Had Cain becn Scot, Gop wou'd have chang'd. 
his doom = os 
Had G!oriana liv'd when brighteſt charms > us 


| 3 
Had Mar#'rvugh's troops in Gaul no better fought 278 


Had'ſt thou been ta'en by foreign foes a prey 30 
Had the weather been wet, a dribbling excuſe 153 
Hail, charming pow'r of felf-opinion 475 
Hard fate, alas poor Syhvia cry'd 26 
Haſte, reader, and away for fear 462 
H---y a pamphlet doth in ꝓroſe preſent 336 
Henry, thy fame J here deplore 358 
Here Aretin interi'd doth lie 13 
Here comes Du Yall; ſtranger, if male thou art 485 
Here, great and good, duke Henry bury'd lies JW! 
Here is great talk of Turk and Pope, but I 334 
Here lies a man, who no man ſpar'd 370 
Here lies little —- , a yard deep, and more 49 
Here lies one who for med'cines wou'd not give 165 
Here lies the laſt. king Charles of Spain 420 


Here lies the man, whoſe name, in ſpite of death 52 
3 | . | Here 
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Here reſteth John, midſt other clay 

Here Sy/vius lies, who never gratis gave 
Here, tracing duty's path, redeem'd from care 
Her friars holy Rome doth fathers call. | 
Her majeſty, ſure, was in-a-ſurxprize 
He's like a luſty foil, whoſe moiſture feeds 
He who a goldfinch ſtrives to make his wife 
He who in his pocket has no money 
High on the liſt of fame, while Nezton ſtands 
His grace's fate ſage Cutler cou'd foreſee 
Hoary Apicius, like Sicilia's mount 

Homer, deſcribing the divine abodes 

How cou'd 3 contrive 

Howe' er you may for beauty bear the bell 
How happy, bright C----r, are all thy inventions 
How happy cou'd I be with either | 
How is that lovely little face . 

How ſhall we pleaſe this age ? if in a ſong 
How ſoon frail royalty is o'er 

Hugh Peters ſenſe, voice action, mien 


Hundred's of years th' OI Tefament and New 


74 ACK, eating rotten cheeſe, did ſay 
I am thy heir, Catullus, thou haſt ſail it 
T burn, ſays one, I of a fever burn 
F'd ask the reaſon, why the dean 
F die with ſadneſs, if the bluſhing fair 
If Argus, with an hundred eyes, not one 
If at his title 7---- had drop'd his quill 
If evils come not, then our fear is v in 
If Febria's judgment you rely on 
If heav'n's call'd the place where angels dwell 
If Homer's never-dying ſong begun 
F neither braſs nor marble can withſtand - 
If Targuin's guilt, Lucretia, pleas'd thy ſoul 
If the quick ſpirit, Delia, in your eye 
If this wide world, all nature's beauteous frame 
If withoat gold ſalvation can't be boug ht 
J love, becauſe it comes * me by kind 
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I'm glad to fee you well O!] faith!e% breath 493 


Immortal Sw-:z! thy mind compar'd may be 
In a little da. k room, at the back of the ſhop 
In all thy humours, whether grave or mellow 
In bed Altana's place is loweſt, yet 

Tudians aſſert, that whereſoe'er they roam 


In good queen Azna's days, when Tories reign'd 


In love and fri:ndſhip, paſſion warm ſhou'd be 
In merry old England it once was a rule 

In paradiſe a woman cauſed all 

In points of faith, ſome undetermin'd jars 
In travel pilgrims do oft ack and know 
Jaan cudgels Ned, yet Ned's a bully 

I only begg'd to kiſs your hand 

Four, Neptune, Pluto, when they did agree 
J periſh of too much deſire 

Tut, tho' wanting gold and lands 

Js 't for a grace, or is t for ſome diſlike 

Juſt come to age, and to paternal wealth 

1 will make dice of *s bones, ſo doth he cry 


K Ifes are prologues, which fore-run 


Lush, if thour't wiſe, ſweet pretty maiden, laugh 431 


Lavinia is polite, but not prophane 
Let age and envious time do x 3-4 they will 
Let the good man, for nuptial joys defign'd 

Let there be light, th' Almighty ſaid 
Lewis the living genius fed 

| Life is a jeſt, and all things ſhow it 
Like Noah's ark, the ſpacious room is 611'd 
Long did great Fove the weighty point debate 
Lord ! cries the cit, the painter's mad 


Lord ! if our days be few, why do we ſpend 


4t3 


357 


26 


Lord Pam in the church (could you think it?) kneel'd 


down E: 
Lords promiſe ſoon, but to perform are long 
Lo] Swift to idiots bequeuths his flare 
Lacaſia, never bluſh ta awa | 


145 
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Lucia thinks happineſs conſiſts in ſtate 31 
Luſt is your curſe, our joys are ſparkling wine 5 


MAumons grown rich ; does Mammon boaſt of that 295 
Maro, you'll give me nothing while you live 110 


Maro's fam'd muſe did find a different fate 341 
Mary, a chambermaid, a brown-ey'd laſs 377 
May wit and learning once this iſle adorn 118 
Men are the world in ſmall, you ſay 179 
Miles from home, and Milo being gone 154 
Miſtaken fair! lay Sherlact by 320 


Monarch of times and arts, who travell'dſt o'er 22 

M--re always ſmiles whenever he recites 33 

Mop/a,whipping her ſcarf on, ſeuds away to the Park 207 

_ than his name were lc {s---'twou'd ſeem to fear 129 
ortality behold, and fear | 

Mourn not this hopeful youth ſo ſoon is dead 

Muſick has charms to ſooth a ſavage breaſt 

My age is not a moment's ſtay 

My head and my purſe had a quarrel of late 

My neighbour Huz4:'s houſe and mine 

My readers and my hearers like my books 

My ſickly ſpouſe, with many a figh 

My ſledge and hammer lie reclin'd 


NELL, try'd for ſtealing linnen, anſwer d ſwift 
Neuter, convict of publick wrongs to men 
Nexwton's no more — by filence grief's expreſt 
No argument cou'd Celia move 
No buck-skin brave Waliſtris wears 
Not more by enſigns than ſelect abode 
Now Europe 's balanc'd, neither fide prevails 
Now, Lo xp, or never, they'il believe on thee 


0 Bleſſed ſeaſon ! lov'd by ſaints and ſinners 
Of all the faints, St. Thomas ſure was beſt 

Of old, when the Grabs attack'd Colley Cibber 

Of the body in the bread 

O hadſt thou ferv'd the heroine all thy days 

Old lechers to rank lecks compar'd have been 


T AB L E. 
On all fides 'tis agreed that learn'd H---y *s ill-us'd 60 


O nature! where thy ſov'reign pow'r we ſee 227 
Once Horace fancy'd, from a man 93 
One bowing to me I'd ſeen long ago 415 
One comſort from the greateſt ills we gain 72 
One God ! one Farinelli ! Febria cries 32 
One half this canvas ſhews of that great ſage 9 
One put to his ſhifts, and thinking what courſe 294 
On me, perhaps, in gay purſuits employ'd 133 
On Vindbam's trembling breaſt one night I ſtrove 157 
Others their wit on paper oft have ſhewn 277 

O thou, who, with a happy genius born I 
Our fathers took oaths, as of old they took wives 186 

' Our Gop requireth the whole heart or none 209 
Our life is nothing but a winter's day 328 
Our 2 , more anxious to be juſt 315 
O with a pace like thine wou'd my pen go 316 
Fla, for wiſdom, priz'd her fav'rite owl 352 

—* Pampblet laſt week, in his fantaſtick fits 226 
Partners in wit; and in one party join'd 115 
Phillis, like Daphne, ſtrives each day to ſhun 246 
Phillis, you've wiſh'a me oft to write. 405 
Phryne had talents for mankind 1 44 
Pinchall, poſſeſſing heaps of wealth 340 
Pius the fifth lies here : Your wonder fix 416 
Plauſus wou'd thrive, and therefore does obey 327 
Poet and patriot, hear a nation's praiſe 206 

| Pollio muſt needs to penitence excite | 222 
| Pollio, who values nothing that's within 288 

Poor in my youth, and now, when age appears 289 
Poor ladies! though their S, be to play 465 

Poor Vento's mind ſo much is croſs'd 61 
Poſleſs'd of all that nature cou'd beſtow _ 23 
Pray now, grave fir, ſpend not ſo much advice 428 
Pride is his pity, artifice his praiſe 51 
Proud Greece, in arts ambitious to excel 247 
Pr'ythee old Raga, paint give o'er 210 


(Uickeit reports that his wild brother Randle 275 


T A B L FE. 
Reader, beneath this turf I lie 


Richard o' th* green, grown old, and very poor 
Nzabrate, to make a Pope of ſtone 


— 


SAGE formal apes endeavour all they can 


* Sam ſtays at home, refoly'd his barns to fill 


Saunt ing with merry Fack o“ late 
Say, prudiſh Che, why this mighty reat 


Says George to William, Neighbour, have a care 


Says Figzer to Shboot', don't the Sc----gh dames 


Says Ramſa to Phabus, My lord, I muſt tell ye 


Scylla is toothleſs, yet when ſhe was young 

See here all languages and nations meet 

See here an eaſy feaſt, that knows no wound 
See, how around the ſturdy oak | 
Self/p, thou ſwear'ſt that thou of late 

She'd fain have Priſcus, and none blame her can 
Shed, O ye comtacants, a flood of tears 

She in this golden ſhow'r of love 

She left us young, yet her ſhort ſpan of life 


50 


She that ſmells leaft, ſmells beſt; which intimates 492 


She who's in love, if I have any skill 


Shou'd Du print how once you robb'd your brother 58 


Shou'd Flatman for his client ſtrain the laws 
Shou'd nature's ſelf invade the world again 
Since Milo rallies ſacred writ 

Since the laureat, quoth Pal, is reſolute bent 
Since you, whom all the world admires 

Sir, I admit your gen'ral rule 

Sir P- im, a doughty man of war 

Six months, quoth Sim, a wooer, and not ſped 
Sloth needs muſt be a wrong to female fame 
Soft god of ſleep, when net you ſteak 

So little giv'n at chapel door 2 

Some by the bending reed's ſlow aid 

Some for the antients zealouſly declare 

Some four years ago I made Ph:/li; an offer 
Some gallipots falling, (a well-tim'd diſaſter) 
Some people miſtake us for ignorant ſouls 


347 


. 
So ſmooth your numbers, friend, your verſe ſo ſweet 48 


So, when the ſun, with his meridian light 43 
Start not, that here unite in ev'ry line 14 
Stay, 22 why doſt thou go ſo faſt 25 2 
Subdu'd by death, here death's great herald lies 217 
Such ſtrokes! ſo bold ! ſo eloquent and true 266 
Swift ior the antients has argu'd ſo well 401 
Sy/via, with every grace adorn'd 285 


ELL me, dear Acme, whence this fancy ſprings 161 
17 expect thy doctrine follow'd were abſurd 490 
Th' A4ratiarn bird, which never is but one 425 
That love is the devil, I'll prove when requir'd 399 


That there's no heav'n, and that no gods there are 481 


The aſs that carries me I'd rather ride 339 
The bed unchaſt, the harlot's eye 233 
The bright diſpenſer of the beauteous day 335 
The chaſte 1 knows not how t eſcapfe 330 
The church and clergy here, no doubt 400 
The coat exactly with his manners ſuits, 254. 
The craven rook, and pert jack-daw 121 
The day was fix d, the nuptial band prepare 88 
The dean muſt die — our idiots to maintain ” 
The holy father bears two keys 
The husband found his ſpouſe lewd pranks had play'd 11 


The Fews, as we in ſacred writ are told 188 


The juice of bees, not Bacchus, here behold 419 


The king of Great Britain was reckon'd before 8 
The Latin word for cold, one ask'd his friend 265 


The lawyer's houſe, if I have rightly read 300 
The lying world ſays naughty words 411 
The noble art from Cadmus took its riſe 45 
The poet Hipponaæ lies here 99 
he poor in wit or judgment, like all poor 204 

e Roman; brav'ry, let Porcella own 234 
The roſe's age is but a day . 328 
The ſage, who ſaid he ſhou'd be proud 397 
The ſhaken tree grows faſter at the root 309 


The ſun now clear, ſerene the golden skies 243 | 
| © 
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The task is hard, the choice twixt bad and good 499 
The threſher Duck cou'd o'er the queen prevail 
The watchful gooſe once ſav'd the Roman walls 183 
The word explains itſelf, without the muſe 298 
The world's a book, writ by th' eternal art 389 
The world's a printing-houſe, our words are thoughts 491 
They who in life opprels, and then bequeath 455 
Think, and ſome uſeful leſſons *wwill impart 375 


Think, bright Fhre//a, when you ſee 484 
Th' inſpiring mules, and the god of love 3 
Th' internal ſenſes painted here we ſee 34 

. This fav'rite maxim modern atheiſts boaſt a 
This is the beſt world, that we live in 437 
This poliſh'd ſtone of marble fair on 
Tho! Artemeſia talks by fits 


Tho? beauteous Flavia heav'n deprives of fight 282 3 
Tho? in the Commons Houſe you did prevai a 192 
Tho' mean thy rank, yet, in thy humble cell 

Tho' the plumb and the peach, with Apollb conſpire as 
Thou call'ſt me ignorant, tis true; but how 149 
Thou haſt a daughter, Paulus, I am told 444 
Thou haſt the art on't, Peter, and can't tell 228 
Thou hat'ſt me, and forbid'ſt my am'rous ſuit 404 
Thou *rt fair, we know 't; a maid, tis true 212 
Thou ſwear'ſt, when thou ſt a mind to flout her 163 
Thou writ'ſt below ev'n thy own nat' ral parts 44 
Thro' Samgſan's want, and thy exceſs of hair 329 
Thus Adam look'd, when from the garden driv'n 351 


Thy face is paint, thy ſparkling ring but _ 169 


Thy grave demureneſs pleaſes me 438 
Thy narrow, or aſpiring thoughts throw by. 28 
Ticio ſtands gaping for the clouded ſun. 45 
Tird-with th attendance clients pay 215. 
"Tis but a folly to rejoice, or _ 472 


"Tis but too true, while living, fame '. deny'd 463 
"Tis gen'rous, Theobald, in thee and thy brothers 122 
Tis not to cry out mercy, or to WM. 466 
'Tis ſtrange, you ſay, in this refined age 98 
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*Tis true, the world will not believe 168. 
To bring thee cuſtom, Dick, thy wife is made 388 
To curb th? ambitious, parſons preach 273 
To heal the wound a bee had made © Is 
To madneſs Swift bequeaths his whole eſtate 65 
Tom, ever jovial, ever gay 63 
To mould'ring ſtone our memories to truſt 232 
Tenſorius only lives by cutting hair 385 
To reſtrain dying fools from defrauding their heirs 303 
To you a tribute from each muſe is due | 449 

Treaſon does never proſper ; what's the reaſon 382 
True conſtancy no time, no power can move, 487 
True poets can depreſs and raiſe 8 | 403 
True wit is like the brilliant ſtone 238 
* Twixt love and death but one ſmall diff'rence lies 483 
Two genius's one age and-nation grace 321 
Two parties had a diff rence, and the cauſe 150 
LU Nhappy Chremes, neighbour to a peer 56 
Unhappy, Dido, was thy fate 432 
Untimely, cauſe ſo late; and late, becauſe 325 
AIN Greece conſult no more, or haughty Rome 175 
_ Yalgius, the gen'rous and the wile * -42 
Various his ſubjects, yet they jointly warm 21 
Varus did lately me to ſupper call 10 


' FYenus, dallying with Mars; as goes the old ſtor7 458 
Viulan, they ſay, made mighty arms for Mars 39 
V. y is happy, for he dreads no foes _ 182 

B WELL, Peter, doſt thou wield thy active ſword 229 
3 Well, fir, ſuppoſe the buſto's a damn'd head 124 
Well you ſincerity diſplay 40 
Were but your heart, as are your heaters, warm 81 


What! Aaron drunk! Tis a profane miſtake 429 
What could, my friend, your barb'rous blade engige 12 


What dif rent effects does the laurel produce 407 


What do ſcholards and bards, and philoſophers wile 323 


What is 't to me, if Tindal flies „ 


What legions of fables, and whimſical tales. 496 | 


- What 
x © © 
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&IVhat num'rous lights this wretch's corps attend 434. 
What Roman gen'ral, fortunate in fight 26 
What's fame with men, by cuſtom of the nation 138 


When Egypt's hoſt Go 's choſen tribe purſu'd 56 
Whence deathleſs Mit- Cat took its name 


171 
When Ce does in dreams appear 386 
When Che's picture was to Che ſhewn 68 


When crowds each night are ſcorch'd in Newia's fire 361 
When Daphne from her fond Apollo flew 240 
When death puts out our flame, the ſnuff will tell 
en Dolcia's praiſe, and Darcia's you rehearſe 366 
hen fam'd Cecilia on the organ play'd 


When Fannius ſhou'd have *ſcap'd his foe I 2 
When firſt I gaz'd on Che's face 1 
When firſt you ſtated human life's account 396 
When G-rd/-r the coif in a whimſy put on * 
When hon roſe, to grace the fair deſign 181, 
When man and woman die, as poets ſung 297 
When man was made, Gop ſent a helper to him 312 
When men of infamy to grandeur ſoar — 
When nature's pencil drew this piece 5 
When on his back, thro' hoſtile ſwords and fire 216 
When other ladies to the groves go down - I 76 


When patriots ſtrike at palace, or at ſteeple 348 
When Pharaoh's fins provok'd th Almighty's hand 249 
When ſacred Virgil wrote, by Rome admir'd, © 244 
When Scotland's queen, her native realms expell'd, 57 

When the chaſte lamb is from her ſiſters led 474 

When thunder rumbles in the skies 29 
When virtue reigns, to liberty a friend 202 
When we 'd exalt ſome heab'nly fair 478 
Where er the Tu/can ſpreads her vocal charms 6- 
While bunters, attending the archbiſnop's door 


While Cam and 7 their fad tribute bring 277 
While here for the fair 4mary//is I die 16 , 
While in dark ignorance men lay, afraid 19 
While malice, Pope, denies thy page 120 
While Sylvia at her glaſs her charms unfolds 220 


While the dean with more wit than man ever wanted —— 
While 


©: AM; I. 
While the good prieſt, with eyes devoutly clos'd 135 


While through the world thy labours ſhine 454 
While vital ſap did make me ſpring 422 
Wbile yet unripe the glowing purpoſe lay 280 
Whilſt holy pray'rs to heav'n were made 75 
Whilſt Sy/via, dreſt in Sunday cloaths 134 
Whilſt Zoilus, with canker'd ſpite 17 
Who has not bread more than-he needs, he muſt 286 
Who has the better game {till fears the end 293 
Who have we here ? the table's ſpread, I ſee 469 
Who in his cups will only fight, is like 378 
Who ſays my lord and lady diſagree 337 
Who ſeeks to pleaſe all men each way 502 
Who 's this, that ev'ry one attends on here 66 
Who worſt writes epigrams, and be- odes the year 367 
Why doſt thou in a fever, friend, declaim 470 
Why doſt thou wiſh that ſhe may live 69 
Why is a handſome wife ador'd 255 
Why liv'd Calliope ſo long a maid 282 
Why on St. David's day do Welamen ſeek 259 
Why ſhou'd we wonder that in old records 79 
Why then that bluſh ! allay that needleſs fear 257 
WilPs horſes with Elijab's may compare 305 
Wills ſteeds have qualities unlike his wife's 306 
Wing' d by the muſe's god, to riſe, ſublime. 479 
With a warm skeleton ſo near 218 
With eyes of wonder the gay ſhelves behold 308 


With virtue ſtrong as your's had Zee been arm'd 190 
Wonder not, Rufus, that thy: fancy'd charms 270 


Y E little wits, that gleam'd a while 123 

Ye youthful fair, no longer boaſt your charms 160 
Vou ask why Nome diverts us with his jokes 127 
Vou beat your pate, and fancy wit will come 140 
You mock me, fair one, when you ſay 471 
You 're fair, and rich, a maid, and virtuous too 430 
Your ſcholars want the whip— I ſha' n't demurr 90 
You” ve undone Horace, what ſhou'd hinder 94/ 
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A DVI SIE i Mr, Pop E, on bis intended 
Tranſlation of Mur. 1714. 


verſe in 


\ THOU, bn with a happy genius 
© 109 born, 2*} 90 Nui . N 
Cant ans dn verſe.m lowing mand 


early Wa g s f 
Be early wiſe, nor wor wal to barren praiſe ! 2 
e rage, - © 58 
He <f auf Fog hp d 4 hn 3448 w3 
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Vo r. II. B 
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Under the Print of Tom Bricton, the muſical 
Small-coal Man, 

1 % » ined thy MY Wes in hy huwbld cell, 
Did gentle peace, and ar s unpurchas'd dwell : 

Well-pleas'd, Apollo thither led his train, 

And muſiel warbled in her ſweeteſt ſtrain ;- 

Cyllenius ſa,\ns falſles tell, and Fove, | 

Came willing gueſts to poor Philemon's grove. 

Let uſeleſs pomp behold, and bluſh to find 

So low a ſtation, ſuch a lib tal mind. 
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n 1” inſpiring "Ig e 654 of TREE 5 
| Which moſt Mou-d 21628 the fiir Madge = Y 
Love arm'd her with his bow and k 
he muſes more enrich d her mind with rt 
Tho' Greece in ſhining temples heretofore © 
Did Venus and Minerva's powers adore, 
The antients thought no ſingle goddeſs fit 
To reign at once oer beauty and © er wit; 
Each was a ſep'rate claim: til now We. find 
The Arent titles i in Med join d. 
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L 1 is et, our joys are ſparing wine, 


To a beautiful Lady playing on the Organ. 


RE=2* fam'd Cecilia on the organ play d 
2. e 
frame, | 
Drawn by the charm, to hear the ſacred maid, 


From heav' n, tis _ a liſt'ning gd came. 
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Thus ancient legends wou ee . 
In vain for were the bold tradition true, 
K ˙ W 


O happy fair ! . 
Virtue's united beams with beauty's ſhine! 

Shou'd heav'nly gueſts deſcend to bleſs our acht, 
What form more lovely con d . wear * thine! 


V. 
On a Diſpute between au Italian aud a al 


For there's no Julian law againſt the vine, 
B 3 | 27 


A Collection of Epigramns: 


VI. 
To Oftavia indifeſed. | 
nova; [your couch while ching lovers view | 
Wit, beauty, goodneſs, ſuff ring all in you; 4 


So mournful is the feene, tis hard to tel! 
Which face betrays the ſick, or who is well. 


A 


They feel not their own pains, while yours they ſhare, F 
Worſe tortur'd now, than lately by deſpair. © 
For bleeding veins a like'relief is found, © 


When iron red-hot; by burning, ſtops the wound. 
Grant heav'n, they cry, this moment our deſire, 
To fee her well, though we the next expire. 
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On home late Bodies of Divinity. 


00xs of ſcience when. you print, 
The work would be entire and eln, 
S$Hows'you; dear friend, but take the hint, 
pred ie bo en Ty 
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A Collection ef Epigrams. 


VIII. 


On the late King*s Statue on the Top of Bloomſ- 
bury Spire. 


T HE King of Great Britain was reckon'd before o 

| Wr wager): oo chriftign 
people: Stars a 

His ſubjects of Bleomsbury have added one more 

To his titles, and made him the Head of-v'SneejiP, 
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4 aste | e271 NY 
On the Pifture of ER a$M vs at balf-length, 
, From the Latin of Tn ODORR BZ 
O0 half this canvaſs ſhews of that great ſage, 
Whom worlds proclaim the wonder of the age; 
Why not the whole? Ceaſe, reader, thy ſurprite, 
Him the whole earth's not able to comprize. 
{ | | |: 654? bir) i 99.3 ha \! 4 
0 bg x vat tie- 0 
» Opera, like a pill'ry may be dd !; 
To nail our Ears down, but expoſe our Head. 
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A Collection of Epigrams. 


On a Hiband, whoſe Wife uſed t6 cuchold bin 
From the Latin of Vu lr E Ius. 


1 2 re found his ſpouſe lewd pranks had 
play'd, 

And for the wanton/ dame a trap be lid h 

Returning late one night, with filent pace, 

He fqund a ſtranger had uſurp'd his place; 

His ſword be drew, of arms bereft his wife, 

Her minion's legs compounded for his life. 

But why this rage on guiltleſs members ſhown? 

The part that injur d, ſhould the crime atone. | 


eng a gogon ls) 10 a ad Al hen 
XII. 
ManTriAL Lib. ii. Epig. 85. 
W. ont my fd your barb'rous blade 


On your wife's lover's guiltleſs noſe to rage? 
Fool that. thou art ! thy ſpouſe no loſs ſoſtains, 
EN part, ane rats ue, remains. : 
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Collection of Epigrams. 


EPIT APH on Peter Aretin. 


E * 4retin interr'd doth lie, ay 
Whoſe ſatire laſh'd both high and low: : 
His Go p alone it ſpard : and why? 

His G o d, he ſaid, he did not know. 


XIV. 
Ox the Paraphraſe of the Seven Penitential 
PSALMS, by Peter Aretin. 


IYTART not, that here unite, in ev'ry line, 
The fate of Dawid, and of Aretin x 
He, who before had paraphras'd his fins, 
To paraphraſe his penitence begins. 
4 | 18 p 
XV. © Me! 
Fe eres uhilg Love prepares the remedies, . 2 
The main diſeaſe in the phyſician lies. - 
K. a. 


Num the Greek of MEN AOE. 


4 11. x here for the fair Amary/lic I die, 
She o'er rocks, and o'er ſtreams, from my 
paſſion does ff) 
0 * her, kind Verus! bring her here back again, 
And the beſt of my heifers on thy altar lies ſlain: 
But if fhe's appeas'd, if to love ſhe incline, © 
Take al my whole herd, my little herd is all thine, 


XVII. 


From N acki 


111 3 7 Zoilas, with hs ſpite, 
My reputation flays, 

The way that I his ſpleen requite, 

Is loading him with praiſe. - 
How oddly. happy is my caſe, 

Tis eaſy to conceive, 
Since whatſoever either' ſays, 
No mortal can believe. 
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XVIII. 


rer 
] 7, at his title T— had drop'd his quill, 
7. might have paſt for a great genius ftill : 
But T—— alas ! (excuſe him if you can) 
Is now a ſcribler, "who wayonge's man. 570 RAO 
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W“ ILE in dark ignorance men lay, afraid 
Of fancies; ghoſts, and ev ry empty ſhade 3 
Great Hobbes appear d, 5 

Put ſuch'fantaſtick forms to ſhameful flight: 
Fond is their fear, u we ebe 1 
To vice inſlav'd, if em win e fees: 
The wiſe and good, n 
amm 11 1 71 


On Si- IS AA NEZW TOY. Fob? 


NE ee no edt ne git xp, 
Lo! here he lies! — his works proclaim the reſt. 
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A Collettion of Epigrams. 


Os Waiter 


ARIOUS, his ſubjects, yet they jointly warm, 
All ſpirit, life, and ev'ry line a charm : 
Correct throughout, ſo exquiſitely pen d, wy 
What he had finifl'd, nothing elſe could mend. 


3 


XXII. 
Ou SELDE N. 
M' zc# of times and, arts, who travel dſt o'er 
New worlds of knowledge, undefcry'd before, 
And haſt on everlaſting columns writ 
The utmoſt bounds of knowledge and of wit: 
Had'ſt thou been more like us, or we like thee, 
We might add ſomething to thy memory. 
Now thy own tongues muſt ſpeak thee, and thy praiſe 
Be from thoſe monuments thyfelf did raiſe ; 
And all thoſe titles thou didſt once diſplay 
Muſt yield thee titles, greater far than they. 


EriTarn 


wy N 
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Collection of Epigrams. 


XXIII. 
EpITAr H on the Lady Rien, Daughter 


of the Earl of Devonſhire 1638. 


e p of all that nature could bellow, | 
All we can wiſh to be, or reach to know: 

Equal to all the patterns which our mind | 

Can frame of good, beyond the good we find : 

All beauties which have pow'r to bleſs the fight, 
Mix'd with tranſparent virtue's greater light, 

At once producing love and reverence, ' 

The admiration of the ſoul and ſenfes © 
The moſt diſcerning thoughts ; the calmeſt bel; 
Moſt apt to pardon; needing pardon ſeaſt: — 
The largeſt mind, and which did moſt — 

To all the laws of daughter, wife, and friend : 

The moſt allow'd example, by what line 

To live; what path to follow; what decline: 
Who beſt all diſtant virtues reconciPd, 

Strict, chearful, bumble, great, ſevere, and mild: 
Conſtantly pious,” to her lateft breath, 

Not more a pattern in her life than death: 

The lady Rich lies here ! more frequent tears 

Have never honour'd any tomb, than her's.. 


40 ollettion of. Epigrams. 


XXIV. 
_ me: Cori v. 


PERLSH of too much deſire, 

If ſhe inexorable prove ; 
And ſhall with too much joy expire, 
If ſhe de gracious to my - 


Thus nought can cure my wounded breaſt, 
But I moft certain am to die, 
Or by the ill by which poſſeſt, 
Or by the happy remedy. 


M4S 14 hates à prude, and ſcorns reſtraint 3 
4 Whate'er ſhe is, ſhe'll not appear a faint; _ 
Her ſoul, ſuperior, flies formality ; 

So gay her air, her conduct is ſo free, 

Some might ſuſpe& the nymph not over-good — 
Nor would they be miſtaken, if they ſhou d. 


 LAVINIA 


A Collettion of | Epigrams. 


XXVI. 


AVINIA is polite, but not prophane 3 
To Church as conſtant as to Drury-lave. 


She decently, in form, pays heav'n its due ; | 
And makes a civil viſit to her pew's © © 


Her lifted fan, to give a ſolemn air, 
Conceals her face, which paſſes for a pray'r: 

Curt ſies to curt'ſies, then, with grace ſucceed, 

Not one the fair omits, but at the Creed: BOSE 
Or, if ſhe joins the ſervice, tis to ſpeak ;\ © 1” 


Through dreadful ſilence, he pore might bs 
Untaught to bear it, women talk away + + © 


To Go o himſelf, and fondly think they pray: 
But ſweet their accent, and their air refin'd, ; 
For they're before their Maker ee 
U eee eee, ee 


rot ao rev e ** 
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On the Indulgences of Rome. 


FF without gold ſalvation can't be bought, 185 or 
How curs 4d the werd who is not woche hats 
But if Cuz 17's death has purckas'd for as Peace, 
Rejoice, ye poor, and let your miv'ries ca, 


Collection of Epigrams 


XXVII. 
The AurRHOR's EpITAPRH. 


Made at the Ros E Spunging- Houſe. | 


EADER, beneath this turf I lie, 
And hold myſelf content ; 
Piſs, if you pleaſe, pray what care I, 
* Since now my life js ſpent? | 
A marble flone, indeed might keep 
My body from the weather, | 
And gather people as I ſleep, _ 


And call more fools together. 


But had ' thou been from whence I came, 0 0 
Thou dſt never mince the matter, 14130 
But ſhew thy ſentiments the ſame, 
And hate ſtonerdoublets after. 
I'm dead, and that s enough —_—— 50 
A man of any ſenſe, ) n | 


That if he's looking for a faint, ' Y iff. mit ants 


He muſt look farther hence. 
Between two Roſes down I fell, nn 
As *twixt two ſtools a platter; 
One held me up exceeding well, 
Tother did no ſuch matte 
The Roſe by fy Sur gat) wine, 
* Exchapg'd for Chat, and . 


But being for the Reach, Ca, Ka : 55 3 
Warn 


mn Wied:fireet Jilld me. 


XXIX. 


Wo £ x thunder rumbles in the skies, 

Down to the cellar Vallius flies; oY 
There, to be ſure, he's ſaſe: Why ſo ? 182 1 
He thinks there is no Go p below. 


. — — 
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On the Death of GO Dias L the moſt 
excellent Muſician of - his Time, maſſacred 


at Lyons in 172. becauſe he was a Pro- 
teſtant. 


From che Latin of M's LissVus. 


He 8 7 ebene 
Sweet Lyriſt, 8 7 
Thy ſong had giv'n thee life and liberty. 3 
Or, like the amd Ain heretoſore 
A dolphin's back had borne thee ſafe to ſnuore. 
France rank'd thy muſe her ornaments | | 
Each Gallict ear delighted with thy ſong... N 
Yet thou to death, unmerited, waſt ſent .. 
Thrown into 4rar's ſtream, thy nc ee 3 
From Frenchmer this — thy countiynien! — to bear! | 
Barbarians to their foes leſs cruel are.” 


LUCIA 


* 


1¹ 4 thinks happineſs conſiſts in ſtate ; | 
e e eee 1 4 


| uo Oo 
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Qu « kur Lare 


O's G ple FaA ix E i! Erie bi 
And yet no light ning blaſts her from the skies! 
ou'd wrath divine at all her crew be hurbd, 


"would half deſtroy the /abionable world. * 


- His thrilling; ſoſt, emaſculated ſong, © 1 
Lindled der ie i dar-upas! his wage, 1 
Vet not for him the fair blaſphemer raves j N vil 
No! Farine/#s not the mas ſhe craves 
Without a warbling throat, or tuneful name. 

So halfelearn d novices the Devil may-raiſe ; - 
EEE err ps one. "4 


"I | « 14 4 


Which moſt you love. — ay, Febvins if you can, 
Tb 411 PERFECT: -$PLRIT ? or th. ie man? 


© 
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A Collection of Epigrams. 
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On FAI II 


128 $ judgment you rely on, | 
Enraptur d Febria's ſure to tell you, | \ 
That neither Orpheus, nor Amphion, Ir ons 
But if effects moſt wondrous prove 
A claim to greateſt art and fame, 
Thoſe old muſicians foxes could move: 
Can Farinelk do the ſame ? | 


WE — — 


* 14 i 
XXIV. 5 


To the Hon. Mrs. PzRxcivar, with 
Hutcheſon's Treatiſe on Beauty and Order. 


By M. GA IIA 80 u. 


Tree painted here ge. 

They're born in othere, but they Ae in thee, 
O were our author with thy converſe bleſt, 
Could he behold the virtues of thy. breaſt? 

His needleſs labours with contempt he'd view, 
And bid the world, not read, — but copy you. | F 


E N 4 Cartain 
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A Collettjon of Epigtanis. 


A * many apes, the thend ring god put on, 
So many wives, Or Virgin, were undone. 
A fable of antiquity ——— to prove 
Thy potent charms, variety in love... 
So blooming Lait, newly wedted,. cry u, | 
Stretch'd in the nuptial bed by Corno fide — 
Carro, who knew the fatal minute near, 
Turn'd gently round, and whifp'ring in her ear; 
. & Jove pleas'd in all; but to Amphitryon's coſt, 

„ (Witnefs Amena!) in the Hus AND“ moſt” — 
True, ſaid the charmer, but what had he done? 
© Jous did the duty of three nights in one. 


Ah! poor old Corno ! What avails thy plea, 
Who, what * Ul 2 cart do in three? 


44 95 


. 
17 


AC K, eating rotten cheeſe, did ſay, 
Like Samfon, I my thouſands ſlay -: 
I vow, quoth Rager, ſo you do, 

And with the ſelf- ſame weapon too. 


G me, great monarch, pounds five · core, 
For meat and books — I ask no more. 

Or — keep the books, . e e 
For ſome folks read, but all muſt eat: 


— — 


XXXVIII. 


On the N of the preſent EMPRESS: OE 
men 


4 brinss liv'd, when brighteſt PEA 
Summon'd the rival. princes all to arms, . 


Whoe'er that world of beauty had enjoy d.,. 
No.more on conqueſt had his thoughts employ d, 
The victors ne er had deign'd new worlds t — ar 
Or with young Ammon, ſondly wept for more 
Well may'ſt thou, Charles, th' [berian throne reign, 5 
r ee | 
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A Collection of Epigrans. 


XIX. 
On *, PoE r and Cur LER. 


Ne they ſay, made mighty arms for Mars, 
(Cuckolds are kind) but he ove ene 
Apollo he made. verſes, but in's life 
r Ar 
Now * * * does all that both theſe gods could do, 
Hammers out verſes, and hard iron too. 
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XL. 


wy 


75 2 Lady, wh valued berſelf an ſpeaking 
ber Mind in a blunt Manner, which ſpe 


called being ſincere. 


W. vou fincerity diſplay, 
A virtue wond'rous rare f 

Nor value, tho” the world ſhould fay 
You re rude, fo you're fincere. 


To be /#:cere, then, give me leave, 
And I will frankly own, 

Since you but this one virtue have, 

' *Twere better you had none. 


7 


70 2 LA o v, with a Preſent of Fruit. 


TI the plumb, and the peach, with Apollo conſpire, 
To preſent you their Hei, and favertneſs, and foe, 
Their aid is in vain ; for what can they do, 

But bluſh, and confeſs themſelves vanquiſh'$in you? 
Where virtue and aui with ſuch qualities blend 


What mortal, what goddeſs, would dare to contend ? 


— . 


ob! XIII. 
To Varel,, refuſing to fp with me. 


Fre the gen ' rous, and the withy 
If ask'd to ſup with me, denies ; | 

He can't, in conſcience, ſup or dine, 

10 Wich one whoſe income's ſmall a5 mine. 


Ye pow'rs! believe me when I vow,. h 
I never wiſt'd for wealth till now; | 
'Tis death to want the means to ſpend, 
But, oh ! 'tis more to want a friend. 


4 Collection of Epigrams. 


On LADY'S half-masking herſelf when foe 
"ky ſmiled, 
o, when the ſun, with his meridian light, 
Too hercely darts upon our feeble fight, 


We thank th" officious cloud, by whoſe kind aid 
We view his glory, leſlen'd in a ſhade. 


"Rs | 1 


XIIV. 


To the Honourable Mr. Edward Howard, on . 
his Poem. intitled, The Britiſh. PRIxc ES, 


N AH ov vrieſt below ev'n thy own nat'ral parts, 
*% And with acquired dulneſs, and new arts 5 
Of nonſenſe, ſeizeſt on kind readers hearts: " 
Therefore, dear rogue, at my advice, forbear | 

Such loud complaints gainſt criticks to prefer, ey 5 
Since thou art turn'd an arrant libeller. . 


Thou ſett ſt thy hand to- What thy ſelf don waite :- 
Did ever libel yet more ſharply bite? 


| On 


On 


A Colleffion of Epigrains 


On the Invention LETTIRS. 
From the French of BxeBEOUF. 


4 * noble art from Cadius took its rife— | /! 
Of painting words, and ſpeaking to the eyes; 

He firſt in wondrous magick-fetters bound 

The airy voice, and ſtopp'd the flying ſound ; 

The various figures by his pencil wrought, 

Gave colour, and. a body to the thought. 


ro” 
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XLVI. 


On ſceing a MIS ER at a Concert in Spring- 
; ens. * 


M* $ 1C © has charms tn footh a ſavage breaſt, 
To calm the tyrant, and relieve th' oppreſt: 
But Vauæ· Halls concert's more attraftive pow r, 
Unlock'd Sir Richard's pocket at three ſcore: 

O ſtrange effect of muſiekꝰ's matehleſs force, 

T* extract two ſhillings from a miſer's purſe !. 


On the TomsBs 5 Weſtminſter. 


Mees 1 „, behold, and fear ! 
What a change of fleſh is here ! 
Think how many royal bones _ 
Sleep within this heap of ſtones; _ 
Here they lie who'd realms and lands, 
But now want ſtrength to ſtir their hands: 
Where, from their pulpits ſeal'd with duſt, 


They preach — In greatneſs is no truſt, 


Here's an acre ſow'd; indeed, 
With the richeſt, royal'ſt ſeed, 
That the earth did e' er ſuck in 
Since the firſt man dy d for fin : 
Here the bones of birth have cry'd, 
Tho? gods they were, as men they dy'd: |. 
Here are ſands, ignoble things, ö! 
' Dropp'd from the ruin'd fides of kings. 
Here is a world of pomp and ſtate. | A 
Bury'd in duſt, once dead by fate. * 
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XLVIII. 


From MARTIAL. 


Sic tua, Cirini. 


8 o ſmooth your numbers, friend, your verſe ſo ſweet, 
So ſharp the jeſt, and yet the turn ſo neat, 

That with her Martia/, Rome would place Cirine, 
Rome would prefer your ſenſe and thought to mine : 
Yet modeſt you decline the publick ſtage, 

To fix your friend alone amidſt th' applauding age. 
So Maro did; the mighty Maro ſings, 5 


In vaſt heroic notes, of vaſt heroic things, 
And leaves the ode to dance upon his FHaccus ſtrings. 
He ſcorn'd to daunt the dear Horatian lyre, 

Tho! his brave genius flaſh'd Pindaric fire, 8 
And at his will could ſilence all the Lyvic hog. 

So to his Varus he reſign'd the praiſe 

Of the proud buskin, and the tragick bays, | 
When he could thunder with a loftier vein, EY, 
And fing of gods and heroes in a bolder ſtrain, - 


A handſome treat, a piece of gold, or fo, 
And compliments, will ev'ry friend beſtow ; 
Rarely a Virgil, a Cirine, we meet, 

That lays his laurels at inferior feet, 
And yields the tend'reſt point of honour, Wit, 


V.@:k- 3 D 
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rern. 


H R E lies little — a yard deep, and more, 
That never lay ſilent or quiet before: 
Her head always working, her tongue always prating, 


And the pulſe of her heart continually beating, 
To the utmoſt extreme of loving and hating. 
Her reaſon and humour were always at ſtrife ; 
And yet ſhe perform'd all the duties of life ; 
An excellent friend, and a pretty good wife. 
So indulgent a lover, that no man could ſay 
Whether Patty or Minta did rule or obev, 
For the government changed ſome ten times a-day. 
At the hour of her birth ſome happy ſtar gave her 
Wit and beauty enough to have laſted for ever ; 
But fortune, ſtill froward, when nature is kind, 
A narrow eſtate maliciouſly Join'd, 
To a vaſt genius, and a noble mind. 

Her body was built of that ſuperſine clay, 
'That is apt to grow brittle, for want of allay : 
And when, without ſhew, it was apt to decay, 
It began by degrees to moulder away. 
Her ſoul then too buſy on ſome foreign affair, 
Of its own pretty dwelling took ſo little care, 
That the tenement fell for want of repair. 

Far be from hence, the fool, or the knave; 

Bit let all that pretend to be witty or brave, 
Whether generous friend, or amorous ſlave, 
Contribute ſome tears to water her grave. 
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EPITAPH on Mrs, Mary Alexander, 
in Broad-Somerford-Church. 


u E left us young; yet her ſhort ſpan of life 
Shew'd a good daughter, mother, friend, and wife 
Her parents found her' an obedient child, 
Her children tender, and her husband mild; 
So mild ! his will ſhe never did reprove; 
One half ſubmiſſion, t'other half was love; 
To all obliging, piteous of the poor: 
Sparing of ſpeech, but lib' ral of her ſtore. 
Thus true religion her whole, life did ſway 3 
Ah ! why ſo virtuous, and ſo ſhort her ſtay ! ' 
Others may run a longer race of days; | 
But who will leave us ſuch a theme for praiſe ! 


* 


, _— _—_— 


III.! 
On Mr. P——_, 


RIDE is his pity, Artiſice his praiſe, 

A Maſque his virtue, and his fame a Blaxe 3 
Ifult his charity, his friendſhip Fear ; 
And nothing, but his — ſincere, 

2 
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Ee1TapH on Mr. Osbert Parſley, interred 
in the Cathedral Church of Norwich, 1585. 


H * Rx. lies the man, wah name, in ſpite of death, 
Renowned livey, by blaſt of golden fame, 
Whoſe harmony ſurvives his vital breath, 
Whoſe skill no pride did ſpot, whoſe life no blame; 
Whoſe low eſtate was bleſs d with quiet mind, 
As our ſweet cords with diſcords mixed be; 
Whoſe life in ſev'nty and four years entwin'd, 
As falleth-mellow-apples from the tree: 
Whoſe deeds were rules, whoſe words were verity ; 
Who here a ſinging - man did ſpend his days, 
Full fifty years, in our ehureh melody : 
His memory ſhines bright, whom thus we praiſe. 
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Vl diem kid: en Boy 55 
Iain. 
The king had his poet, and alſo his fool: 
But-now we're ſo frugal, I'd have you to know it, 
That C & can ſerve both for fool and for poet. 
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LIV. 


EriTapH on HRZM R Y, Duke of 
Brunſwick, 


From the Latin Inſcription on Bis Monument, in the 
| Cathedral Church of at City.” 


if Seien vitoried 4) 


x A E, great and god, abe Weg beyd lies : 
O'er their dead fourdet theſe” proud arches riſe. 


His pious conſort too (the poor's fafe guide) 

Mix'd with his duſt, clings cloſer to his fide * | 
Matilda, daughter to great Briglani's king! '' 
Whoſe virtues, ſpite of death, ſtill bloom in ſpring. 
King Orbe, too, Meir for; here ſhares their veſt, 

By both fond parents arms again poſſeſs d. 

And here — O grief of beauty near him lies, 
The charmer of his heart, and all mens eyes 

That lovely form, whoſe ſmiles inflam'd deſire, 
Here, food for worms, can no ſoft woes inſpire. 


Thou, paſſenger, whoſe eyes this marble view, 
Learn to be wiſe ; nor fleeting hopes purſue :.. 
Life is an ev'ning breeze; a murm'ring breath ; | 
That blows, till ſun-ſet ;, then grows calm, in death. 


D 3 0. 


8 the LAV. 


Un HAPPY - Cher, neighbour to a peer, 

Kept half his ſheep, and fatted half his deer ; 
Each day his gates thrown down, his fences broke, 
And injur'd ſtill the more, the more he ſpoke ; 

At laſt, reſoly'd. his potent foe, to awe, 

And guard his right by Statute and by Law 3. | 
A ſuit in Chancery the wretch begun, 

Nine happy Terms through bill and anſwer run, 
Obtain' d his cauſe — had colts — and was undone. 


On Gov! $ Omnipotence, 2 


HE-N Apes hoſt Gov's choſen tribe purſu'd, 
In cryſtal walls th* admiring waters ſtood ; 
When thro? the dreary waſtes they took their way, 
The rocks relented, and pour'd forth a ſea ! 
What limits can th almighty goodneſs know, 
Since ſeas can harden, and ſince rocks can flow ! 


On 


2 


On 
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On the Duke of DEvonsHiR 'I Seat 
in Derbyſhire, 


W HEN Scotland's queen, her native realms expell'd, | 
In ancient Chatfworth was a captive held, 
Had then the pile to its new charms arriv'd, 

Happier the Captive, than the Queen, had liv'd ! 

What ſighs in pity of her ſtate could riſe, : 

That found the fugitive in paradiſe ! 


a 'Y - | AY oO. . * 6 92 — 
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LVIII. FED 


G" ov'p DP. print, how on e you robb'd your brother, 
Traduc'd your monarch, and debauch'd your mother; 
Say, what revenge on D. can be had ; 5 
Too dull for laughter, for reply too mad ? 

Of one ſo poor you cannot take the law; 

On one ſo old your ſword you cannot draw. 


Uncag'd then let the harmleſs monſter rage, \ 
Secure in dulneſs, madneſs, want, and age. mT 
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LIX. 
UGH PETERS ſenſe, voice, language, a&tion, 


mien, 
And front, are all in H ---y heard, or ſeen ; 
Which plainly praves this learn'd C/are-Market roarer 


Of antient elocution the reſtorer. 


— 


LX. 


On Mr. Or aToR's Complaint of. Abuſe, - 


x all fides tis agreed, that learn'd H---y*s ill · us d, 
Yet none e'er but himſelf, will affirm he's abus'd : 
'Tis ill uſage when eggs at the pill'ry we hurl; 
But it's no abuſe of Sir Peter“, or C--/. 


Stranger. 


— 


LXI. 


P oo & Pento's mind ſo much is croſt, 
For part of his Petronius loſt, ve 
That he can never take the pains 
To underſtand what yet remains. 


CnasTr, 
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LXII. 


nASTE, pious, prudent, C — the ſecond, 
The miracle of thy relioration, - 
May like to that of quails be reckon'd, 
Rain'd on the Maelitiſb nation; 


The wiſh'd-for bleſſing from heav'n ſent 


Became their curſe and puniſhment. 


—_ 


TY ever jovial, ever gay, 
To appetite a ſlave; © 
Still whores and drinks his life away, 
And laughs to ſee me grave. 


Tis thus that we two diſagree, 
So diff rent is our whim :; 
The fellow fondly laughs at me, 
And I could cry for him, 


S. Compell'd through want, ſhe did it----- for a Shift. 


* * 


LXIV. | 
ELL, try'd for ſtealing linnen, anſwer'd ſwift, 


— Ao 


On 
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On DeauSwirmT®s intending bis Fortune to 
. a out 


f 


T o Madneſs, SWIFT COTS whole eftate ; ; 
Why ſhould we wonder ? SWI r is right in chat: 
For tis a rule, as all our lawyers know, 

Men's fertune to the next of kin ſhould go; 

And 'tis as ſure, unleſs old bards have ly'd, 

Great Wits to Madneſs are moſt near ally'd. 


iN 


LXVI. | 
On Bupzvus; ' From the French. 


W a 0's this, that ev'ry one attends on here 2 
Alas! it is Budæus on the bier. 

Why toll not then the bells? His name around. 

Is ſpread ſufficiently, without their ſound. 

But why have no more torches been procur'd ? 

To ſhew the light of France is now obſcur'd. 


« Os- 
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LXVII. 


On the Romiſh FR YARS, 


H E R Fryars, holy Rome does Fathers call, 
The appellation's juſt, and ſuits them all : 
With nymphs delighted to converſe and pray, 
Few have more daughters, or more ſons than they. 


— IG 


* — — „ 4 


LXVIII. No 
W HEN he's picture was = Che ſhown, : 


Where Hogarth, pitying nature, kindly made 

Such lips, ſuch eyes, as Che never had; 

Ye gods ! ſhe cries, in ecſtaſy of heart, 

How near can nature be expreſsd by art! 
Well ! it is wond'rous like ! ------ nay, let me die, 
The very pouting lip. the killing eye! | 


Blunt and ſevere, as Manh in the play, 
Downright replies ---- Like, Madam, do you ay! 
The picture bears this likeneſs, it is true, 
The canvas painted is, and ſo are ou. 


On 


Collection of Epigrams. 


2 TAKA 4) MN N 


LIK. 


On a Gene s drinking to the Health of an 
Unkind Miſtreſs, 


W n y doſt thou wifh that ſhe may live, 
Whoſe living beauties make thee grieve ? 

Thou would'ſt more wiſely wiſh her kind, 

That ſhe may change her cruel mind ; 

Thy preſent wiſh can but this gain, 

That ſhe may live, and thou complain. 


——„(— 


LXX. 
M v ſickly ſpouſe, with many a ſigh, 
Oſt tells me,- --- Billy, I thall die: 
I griey'd, but recollected ſtrait, 
Tis bootleſs------ to contend with fate: 
So reſignation to heav'n's will 
Prepar'd me for ſucceeding ill; 
"Twas well it did, for, on my life, 
'Twas heaven's will ------ to ſpare my wife. 


SAUNTRING 
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8 with merry Jack of late, 

We ſpy'd an odd triumvir-te ; 

Two, almoſt as the Saxon tall, 

The third, like £/op, crook'd and ſmall ; 

The tall their parting congee's made, 

The pigmy ne'er declin'd his head : 

Says I, That dwarf no manners ſhews ; 

You err, cries Jack, he always bows. d 


. 


LXXII. 


On great AFFLICTIONS., 


O NE comfort from the greateſt ills we gain, 
The leſs can never give our breaſt a pain; 
Diſtract our thought, or diſcompoſe our heart, 
Or ſuffer fate to throw a ſecond dart, 


Juſt ſo, the martial trumpet's weaker ſound, 
The louder noiſe of burſting thunders drown'd, 


Nor does the ſtars expiring light appear, 
When the day opens, and the ſun is near. 


wat Waits. 
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EXXIII. 


WW” 1LE bunters, attending the archbiſhop's door, 
Accoſted each other with cheat, bitch, and whore, 
I noted the drabs, and conſid' ring the place, 
Concluded 'twas plain that they wanted his grace. 


ſ 


LXXIV. 


A late regulation requires that no ſtain 

Taint the blood of the gentlemen penſioners train: 
This honour I doubt then will fall to the ground ; 

Fer who, ſprung from Adam, untainted is found? 


— 


IXXV. | 
| On a _— FR Fs called out s 
Church. 


a 1L s T holy pray'rs to * were made, 
One ſoon was heard, and anſwer'd too; 
Save us from ſudden death, was ſaid, 
And ſtrait from church Sir Zehn withdrew. 
Saving 
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LXXVI. 


Saving Advice o E----- C-, on bis ad- 
vertiſing a Third Volume of LaTtxRs. 


CY let me adviſe Tap havior ue F 
To let this Third Volume alone 3:1 
The Second's ſufficient for all our backſides, 
So pray keep the Third for. your own.. - 


— — 
* — — — 
— — 


LXXVII. 
A Friendly Con NTEST. 


W HL E Cam and It their /ad tribute bring 


Of rival grief to weep their pious king . ++ 
| The bards of %s half had been forgot, „ 


Had not the ſons of Cam in pity wrote; 
From their learn'd brothers they took off the curſe, 
And prov'd their verſe not bad by writing worſe. 


LXXVIII. 
H p Cain been Scot, Gop would have n h's 


doom; 
Not forc'd te wander, but conſin d at 198 5 


4 ; War 
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LXXIX. 


W. ſhould we wonder, that in old records, 

An aſs is faid to've ſpoke in human words ? 
Since in theſe modern, learn'd, inlighten'd times, 
Brutes ſpeak not only proſe, but oft in rhymes: 

Such verſe ſome neighing brute muſt ſure indite, 
Or elſe ſome braying, duller beaſts muſt write. 
— hut, hold, perhaps, I'm wrong, this will not paſs, 

A heavy mule, is neither -or/e nor a/c. 


LX. 
On the PopzE's ARMS. 


—_=_ E holy father bears two keys; 

As papilts tell the ſtory, 
One opens heav'n, the other frees 
Sad ſouls from purgatory : 


But both, as hereticks aſlert, 


Keep nothing but the ſtore, 
Which he obtains by that ſhrewd jeſt 
Of op'ning heaven's door. 
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On tzwo Young Ladies ironing their Linnen. 


= RE but your hearts, as are your heaters, warm, 
Your kindneſs then would, like your beauty, 4 
charm : 
But you are ice, your lovers all on N 
You, ſtrong averſioh ; they, all o er def 
Make but a compound, and you'll well — ; 
The ice will melt, the fire leſs furious be. 


LXXXII. 


GA, Epitaph. © © ©» 
© | 
Bo. E is a jeſt; and all things ſhow it; 
I thought ſo once; but now I know it; i 


” £* & © 44 14 4 
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MT" RE always ſmifes, wliene ver he recites ; © 
He ſmiles (you think) approving what be writes; 


And yet, in this, no vanity is ſhewn ; 


A modeſt man may like what's not his own. 


Vol. II. E PARALLEL 


* 


PARALLEL 2 ** Antieny and the 
_ Moderns. 


Ky E for the ancients zealouſly declare; 
Others again, our modern wits prefer ; 

A third affirms, that they are much the ſame, 
And differ only as to time and name 

Vet ſure one more diſtinction may be 9old, 

Thoſe once were 1 new; but theſe will n&er be old. 
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LXXXYV. 
On a Young Lady's refuſing. to ſhew ber 
HAND. 
„qu ganz! SN 
Nè argumens | cou'd Celia move, 1 203509 4 
With ſtrong reluctance ſtill ſhe vis 
Her-dovely ante hidey  —- ———————— 


The-caſe is plain, ſhe was afraid, 
That, plac'd in view, it might be ſaid, 
Twas . ber hand they AYE. en II wad 


«yan 115 Q ” y 
+ © 4% « v -” 0d Wil _—_ 11 


* . Ps + — © ,,vz* L 14 
7 Wood 215i v3HGRY on 141 11 . 14 
02 
i . 7 . T — „ « 


Collection ele Epi grams. 


he 


LXXXVI. 
On St. THOMAS. 


'S ; all the faints, St. Thomas ſure was beſt : 

His reaſon greateſt, and his faith the leaſt. 
Deceiv'd themſel es, whilſt ſome were ſtill deceiving, 
He wiſely thought that ſeeing was believing : | 
Now many Toms there are, as wile as he, 

Who nothing will believe, but what they ſee; 

Yet bigots cenſure theſe, as all in head lame, 

And join Tom M oolſton ſtill with Tom o Bedlam. 


** —_—_— A ww. 


— 
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LXXXVII. 


iin 


Bleſſed ſeaſon ! lov'd by ſaints and finners, 

For long devotions, or for longer dinners ; 
More grateful ſtill to thoſe who deal in books, 
Now not with readers, but with paſtry-cooks: 
Learn'd works, deſpis'd by thoſe to merit blind, 
By: theſe well-weigh'd, their certain value find : 
Bleſs'd lot of paper, falſely called waſte, 
'To bear thoſe cates, which authors ſeldom taſte; 


CY 
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LXXXVIIL 
1 25 x day was fix d, the nuptial band prepare 


To give to Damor's arms his Celia fair; 
When, ſtrange to tell! the fickle maid demurs, 
And to ſome luckier morn the match defers : 
Vainly with love's ſoft rhet'rick Damon pleads, 
Th: more he preſſes, ſhe the more recedes : 
The gueſts depart, diſpleas'd, and Hymen ſwore, 
He'd never light his torch for Celia more. 
Damon, whoſe thoughts were full of fanſy'd j Joys, 
Upon his lonely pillow ſighing lies: | 
And Celia, who refus'd the nuptial bed, 
Is quickly in the grave's cold boſom laid. 
Learn hence, ye fair, inconſtancy to fhun, 

Nor trifle with the hearts your eyes have won; 
Leſt fate ſhou'd take the ſlighted lover's part, 
And Death, inſtead of rr 128 his dart. 


— — * — __ 
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LXXXIX. 
g ow Ap with writing of bawdry, this was 9 
reply ; 
"Tis what Dryden and Congreve have done well as "I 
"Tis true —-- but they did it with this good pretence, 


With an ounce of rank 2 went a pound of good 
ſenie. 


But thou haſt proportion'd, in thy judgment profound; « 
Of good ſenſe ſcarce an ounce, and of bawdry a pound. 


Upon 
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XC, 


Upon Mr. C-RTHY, @ a ſcritbling School- 
maſter, who writes Panegyrick without 
Spirit or Genius, and Satire without Sting. 


Y ov ſcholars want the whip --—- I ſhan't demur; 
But then, I'm ſure, friend Charles, you want the 


ſpur. 
XCI. 
On his being com plimented by ſome Sd 
Writer. 


* THY, you ſay, writes well ſuppoſe it true; 
You pawn your word for him — who'll vouch for 
you. | 
So, two poor knaves, who find their credit fail, 
To cheat the world, become each other's bail. 


** 


XCII. 
On bis having Rotten Teeth. 


Maſtiff's teeth are juſtly held in vogue, 
They burniſh paper, or they bite a rogue : 
To neither uſe thy tusks contribute right, 


Too rough to poliſh, and too blunt to bite. 7 
na 
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XCIII. 
On his Tratiflation of Hoxacz. 


0⁰² e Horace any d, hem a man 
He was transform d into a ſwan : ' 
But C-7thy, as from him thou learneſt, 
Has made the man a gooſe in earneſt. 


XCIV. 
On his threatening to tranſlate P1 1 DAR. 


ov 'vE undone Horace — What ſhou'd hinder 
T Thy muſe from falling upon Pindar ? 

But, e' er you mount your fiery ſteed, | 
Beware, O bard! how you proceed - — 

For, ſhou'd you give him once the To 

High up in air, he'll turn your brains: 

And, if you ſhou'd his fury check, 
'Tis ten to one, he breaks your neck. 


T 
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XCV. 


5 Lucaxrius. . 


r this wide ana: all nature's e frame, 
To antecedent counſel owes no claim: 
If heav'n, earth, ſea, and objects all around, 

Man, beaſt, and fiſh that ſwim the vaſt profound, 
As Epicurus taught, and you have ſung, - 

From ſightleſs chance, and ſtruggling atoms ſprung ; ; 


Why mightnot words, at random thrown, combine, ; 


Into pure verſe, and numbers ſweet as thine ? 
Ev'n ſtrike out ſenſe, and beauties rare diſplay, 
Like thoſe reſulting from th* atomick fray? _, 
Tho' Pheabus, and the Nine their votes refuſe, 
Almighty Fortune ſhall be dubb'd your muſe. _ 
What chanc'd yourſelf, might well your books befal 
Aſcribe we then to both wood ſame b CEN, "A 


x —_— 


— 


Prime! in un Deos fecit Timor. 


1 fv ries m ien atheifts boaſt, 


That fear firſt form d the gads tremendous hoſt: 


But let them ſay, the knotty point to clear; 
If fear made gods, who made..almighty-fear ? 


YEE 


To 
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XCVII. 


To Mr. C— x, on the joyous Occaſ on of his 


Marriage with Miſs A — Nx. 
ow bappy, bright C----r, are all thy inventions 


What conſtant ſucceſs always crowns your pro- 


tenſions ! 
If you write, play, or court, either father or fon, 
By no ſoul but yourſelves can be ever out-done. 
Now all your out-doings are out-done indeed, 
Since your glorious deſign on Miſs A- ne did ſucceed ; 
Her beauty, her fortune, her ſweet little voice, 
Were inducements ſuffi-ient.to make her your choice: 
| Beſides, ſhould in opera ballad your Wit 
Be diſplay'd, how your words the fine muſick would fit! 
From the triple alliance what profit may ſpring, 2 12 
While you gayly flutter on poetick wing. © 
And Tom Aue ſhall compoſe what his ſiſter mall Ling # 


XCVIII. 
3 I 15 ſtrange, you ſay, in this refined ag 5 


That brothels, bawds, and whores adorn che . ; 


1 think 'tis not, #hey juſtly lay the ſcene; 
Don't Drury play-houſe ſtand in Drury. lane? 
And own you muſt, tho* void of wit and worry 


my naturally write and a&their-part.- - rt 189? 3: 


EPITAPH 


; | 


Bu 


Is f 
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MOB 7 : : ED 5 n oy 


XCIX. 


EP1TAPH on Hippoxax, the Jatiriſt. 


1 poet Hippenax lies here ; git 


If you are bad, the tomb revere, | 
Which does his aſhes keep: | 
But, if you re juſt, and good, you may, to 
4 Secure, and unmoleſted, ſtay, r Aut #22 £2244 
And, if it pleaſe you, ſleep. 
— — —ͤ— m — 
hs 


MaRTIAL.' Lib. i. Epig. 11 


Gru, ſeeks old Marenil to wed, 
Deſires it much, is inſtant, prays, and fees, 
Is the fo fair? Nought's more ill-favoured. 


overs 01 the dot cough wa 


Vor. II. | F 
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On a. beautiful Yaunc Lapx. | 
From the G K EEx. 


YP RUS muſt now $196 — — 
Ten are the Muſes; and the Graces fourz k 
So charming's Flawia's wit, ſo Tweet her face; A 


She's a new Muſe, a Venus, and a Graves * fc A 
£291 bar $6919 zit br A: 

— 80 
Sy 

—— | a 

| | Ar 

Ee1TaPH en a Blackſmith, | 

M' Pedge and Bammer lie deelin d. wy 
My bellows have quite loſt their avind, My 

My fre's extinct, — 7 4 An 
My Ane my iron gone, at ot 9 Li 
My zaib arc drove, my unt i dane, et 244 — 


My fue - dry'd corps lies here at reſt, 


Muy foul, finoak-like, is ſoaring to be hel. ya 
7 Shri 


vt) "n 


T 
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7 S ASL fa Bo 1 bobind the 
Fm. 2 4G 
"x | 
* N emblem of N ware, Pak. 
As broth reviving, and as white-bread fair; 

As ſmall-beer grateful, and as pepper ſtrong ; 

As beef-ſteak. tender, as freſh pot-herbs young; © 
As ſharp as knife, and piercing as a fork; 

Soft as new butter, white as faireſt pork ; 
Sweet as young muttony brisk,as-bottled 4 
Smooth as 05 Jae as cucumber, rr. | "my 
And _— ann wh erer. ALAS. 15 

100 4A 2 2011 * Ne 
0 9000 { gould I Fuad hifi lens, 

With tlie lame, 8 
My heart, thus coe d, might prove a chu houſe feall; 
And you, alone, Hhoulg, be OO eh: 17 1 


__ But, dearet-Sa//-the flames that you impart,” | 
Like chop on grid- iron, hroil my tender heart l | 
Which if thy an- help d be n't nigh, 

Muſt, like ep. byme ddd fry 5 

And muſt a ou ſcorcher of my ſoul, 


ee ese a. »A 


woild 03 81 il 0 el a1552 © :Nod 31 


18 
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\ | MazT1a. Lib. fl. Epig.'80. 
Wr. Fannies ſhould have ſeap d his foe, 
His own hands ſtop'd his breath: 


And was 't not madneſs, I would know, 
By ing to 701545 death 7 


Maxr. Lib. v. Epig. 78. 
Vanvs 4id lately me to ſupper call ; wi 
The furniture was large, the feaſt but ſmall ; _ 
| The table's ſpread with plate, not meat ; they put 
We came toifeaſt our bellies, not our eyes; 
Pray take away your gold; give us ſome pyes. 


K 
K 4 


— * * 1 — — — —— — 


5 | Manr, Lib, x Egg. 13. 


Ae 6 
It coſts them * than to beſtow. 


g Mkr. 


Mazr, Lib. viii. Epig. 27. 


HURLEY he that doth gifts beſtow , 
On thee, both rich and old, | Lage WA 

if eu in with cou needs mult know | 3 
He'd have thee dead and cold. n en en rune: 6+ 


* 
- 1 4 W 1 4 
a4 . 1 FT = « + 66. 1 * + 
. 


CYILL 


Ab, b 


N Lab. Ix, Epig. 83. 


M* readers ; and m) Ws like s aa 
Zut a 0 poet ſays they re not done ctear : 
care not much for pleaſing of the cooks, 


rn if: 
* r 
CIX. 


MART. Lib. xii. Epig 74. 


129 Catulkis thou hat fall it 
But I will not believe it, till I read it. 
F 3 Mar. 


' 
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Mazr, Lib. xi, Epig. 68. 


ARO, you'll give me nothing while you live, 
But, after death, you cry, then, then you'll give; 
If thou art not indeed turn'd arrant aſs, 
Thou know'ſt what I deſire to come to paſs. 


* 


— — 


cxi. 


On a Lady who lines her Zackets and Petticoats 
with Skins of Haves of her own killing. 


N 0 buck-ckin brave Thaleftris wears, 
When o'er the fie!ds in chace ſhe flies, 


But fur and downe, the ſpoils of hare s 


Secure from cold her breaſts and thighs : 


Poor puſs, by day her dear delight, 
Whom ſhe purſues, tho? Boreas blows, . 
Supper and ſoup becomes at night ; 
And yields her meat, and drink, and cloaths.,_ : - 


1 Ci 
708 


The 


I of — 
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cxll. 
| \ 
The Ros x. | 
u roſe's age is but a day 3 tir 1 2 
Its bloom, the pledge of its decay: 1 
Sweet in ſcent; in colour bright: ot 4 1 1 on! 
It blows at morn, and fades at night. 
CXIII. 
Imitated on a F—rT, 
By Dean S. wp 
M* age is not a moment's ay; ; | H 
My birth the ſame with my decay. 


I favour ill; no colour know ; 
And fade, that inſtant that I blow. 


$ Sh— at Temple was taking a Boat, 
The waterman ask'd him, which way he wou'd float: 
Which way! (fays the Doctor) why, fool, with the ſtream · 


To Paul s, or to. Lambeth — twas all one to him. 
F 4 Imitation 
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Imilation of PRI OR 70 Lord Dorſet. 


Pꝰ &TNERS in wit; and in one party join'd ; 
In ribaldry and ſcandal, firm, combin'd ; 
Prais'd by themſelves; by others ridicul'd 3 
 Laugh'd at by wits, and by all wiſe men fooPd ; 


Their aim miſguided ; fruſtrated their drifts - | 
Know all men by tkeſe preſents Pope and Swif?, 


W r —_— 
— * I 


| CXVE. sz AT 


7 OMER, deſcribing the divide abodes, 
Mingled a crippled Vulcan with the gods; 
And the ſame bard, when he his heroes ſings, 
Crowds a Ther/ites in among his kings; 
A crooked, petulant, 'malicious wight, 
Unfit for converſe, friendſhip, love, or fight; 
The ſcum and ſhame of Greece, whoſe mother, nature, 
Impreſs'd the ſcoundrel ſtr ong on every feature. 


Should Homer now revive, and ſing agen 
Of gods immortal, or of god-like men; 
As a ſtrong foil, he 'd make his murd' rer P pe 
The n and Ther/ites of the group. 


Ir 


bs Hemer's never-dying ſong begunnk 
To celebrate the wrath of /Peleus! ſon 3' © 
Or, if his apening Och diſcloſe sse te 121 
| A patient hero, exercise d in woes 12 22 44% 
Let underſtanding P—e demand our praiſe, ec 
Who ſo could copy the fam'd Greczan lays, 

That ſo Achille wrath may juſtly 1 | 
nnr. n 2.1191 \ 4 


L 
4 [ - 2 N 1 41 
— * 3 Lie 
: taths nov tied 


CXVIII., ni pier eigr j. 
The WIS E. 


| 


M* wit and learning once this iſle adorn, 

And pere pretenſions be receiv'd with fcorm p 2 4 
May Homer's own immortal verſe be read, 99.4} BAA. 
And no unmeaning mi mick in its ſtead t 
May this be P- e's, and this the publick lot | 

To have his vile performance ſo forgot. SIT 


* 


1 bed Aana's place is loweſt; yet 
At table in the higheſt place ſhe's ſet: 


Her eaſy husband parts with her — 
He rules by night, geren eee een 


3 86 
mu 42 275 o , 4 m o — 4 4 


C ® # 8 
ra 1e 


CXX. 


rn malice, Pope, denies thy page 


It's own celeſtial fire ; 
While criticks, and while bards, in rage. 
Admiring, won't admire z 


White wayward pens thy worth aſſail, 
And envious tongues decry ; 

Theſe times tho' many a friend bewail, 
Theſe times bewail not I. 


But when the wollts loud e is thine, 
And ſpleen no more ſhall blame; 

When with thy Hamer thou ſhalt ſhine, 
In one eſtabliſh'd fame: 


When none ſhall rail, and ev'ry lay 
Devote a wreath to thee ; 

The day (for come it will) that day 
Shall I lament to ſee. 1 


/ 


To 


A Collettion of Epigtams. 


To Mr. POP E. 


1 * craven Took, and pert jack · da w, 

(Tho' neither birds of moral kind) 

Yet ſerve, if hang'd, or ſtuff d with ſtra wm. 
To ſhow us, which way blows. the wind. 


Thus dirty knaves, or chatt'ring fools, 
Strung up by dozens in thy lay, 

Teach more by half than Dennis rules, 
And point inſtruction ev*'ry way. 


With Fgype's art thy pen may ſtrive: y DO O08 
One potent drop let this but ſhed 3 | e 

And ev'ry rogue, that ſtunk, alive, 
Becomes a precious mummy, dead. AY 


"1 TO 


05 Shake peare e Reſtored. 


1* is gen'rous, Theobald, in thee and b N 
To help us thus to read the works of others: 
Never for this can juſt returns be ſnown ; 

For who will help us &er to read thy own ? 


» 5 
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SR. 
CXXIIL 


** little wits, that oleam'd « a while, 
When Pope vouchſaf da ray, 
Alas ! depriv'd of his kind imile, | 
How ſoon you f fade away ! = t zi kuf 


A la. end dien on 
To . nete nad zi % 
Thus empty vapours riſe; e h et G1 
Each lends his cloud, to put . out, 
That rear d him to the skies. 


Alas ! thoſe skies are not your ſphere + * 
There, he ſhall ever burn; a 

Weep, weep, and fall! AT were, 
And muſt to earth * i 


On ſome Refiedtions on Pop z's Buſto. 


RE 7 8 
ELL, Sir, ſuppoſe * buftd 8 a damn'd head, 
; Suppoſe that Pope's an elf; 1 
All he can ſay for't, is, he neither made 
The b»/to, nor himſelrff. 


" RISBRAKE 
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RISBRAKE, 's eee Poe of . 6 
Muſt labour hand and fore: 
But it would coſt him labour none, ; 

To make a ſtone of Moor. 


- _— 2 


Lin * 
CXXVI. 


On CONTUTA 


DURNET and Dade friends in foe... 
Came hiffing forth in verſe ; „ 

Both were ſo forward, each would write, e lu 
So dul, each bang an arte. | 


Thus Amphizhena,; (I have read). 

At either end aflails; ' N. 

None knows which leads, or ih ved, 
Fer boch heads are but tails. | ung; 


4101} & 10. 


x . , , 
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. I. x * * b & *\J +*- 1 G* 4 , of i 


A Collection of | Epigrams. 


N ask why, Rome derte you with his joltes, 

Yet, if he write, is dull as other ls? d., 7 1 
You'wonder at it. — This, Sir, is 12 . 
The jeſt is loſt, unleſs he prints bis face. 


= 


cx III 5 
Dęſgned for - the Mokument of Sir Isa ac 
NEWTON. 
C1 aNKoH WO 


1 ye wiſe of ſoul ! with awe divine, 
'Tis po 8 name that  conſecrates-thjs- ſhrine !-/ 
That ſun of Enowledge Who {+ cee Ar C1 
Kindled the gloom tabs into 1375 24 . 

That ſoul of {cients ! that unbounde 'n es 
That genius which exalted Baan | 
Confeſt ſupreme of men li his country pie m 
And half eſteem'd an — till he d o 5 o1's * 
Who in the eye of heavindike-Eroch ſiood, 
And, thro' the paths of knowledge walked with Gov ; 
Who made his fame a ſea without a ſhore, 

And but forſook one world to know the laws of more. 


For 


* the Same, Sir 6403 NIv Ren. 0 


1 tt Dau 2301D1T * N 
een ** 
He who increas'd heay'n's fame, could unt it 
Yet — when the ſun; he lighted up ſhall fade”? 
And all the worlds, he found at firſt, decay d; 
Then void and waſte eternity ſhall lie 
And time, and Newton's name, together die 
TILAERD 


| c 
Written by 'a Lady in ber » Prayer Bok: 


—— 


Hr tracing duty's path, "Tedeem'd from care, 
I heal my ſorrows ppap.the-yalm of pray'r: 

Patience, that arms the mind for ev'ry * 4 

Has taught me not to feel atflicuon's:weight, 4.4 

They, who can, bravely, bear the woes of i, 

Steer ſafe and ſteady Tr 

While they, who pine the 


e 1 i 
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CXXXI. 
On Dean Swir T's ſettling. bis Fortune. to 1110 


an I er for. 22 and Lunaticks. 


uk tem muſt die ! — Aan. maintain 
eee 


On the ſame. 


1 ! Swift to idiots bequeaths his ſtore : 
Be wile, ye rich — Conſider thus the poor. 


I 


cxXXIII. 
EerTaPs feel by the Author *. himſelf. 


n me, 'perhaps, in gay purſuits employ'd, , 
You wanton look, nor care that I have dy d: 

+ Oh! that ſuch worth kind heav'n to you'may give, 
That all mankind may wiſh that you may live ! 


03 N On 
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On a Maid: metas 4 4 daf. * 
C nici Park: . 41 
it; Natal 34:3 + 1 7 „ 

Wet We e e d © f 

Attracts the eyes of Gee ans 'p 94 
Within the park's delightful grove, 

Which oft has been the ſcene of love, 

Beneath her coats a gaudy thing 


Flutter'd a while, then fixt a ſting. - 1 VV - 
The nymph complain'd ſhe was not we'l, 

And quickly found the part to ſwell . - 
Yet this is but of little moment, ; 

The danger lay in what might come ont. 


From prudes who tell it thro” the Wn, | 
And add much fiQtion of their o 
From hence, without the leaſt occaſion, 
The fair may loſe her reputation. 


I therefore, 70us of 'her fame, 2 1 
Will ell 7 bu. be 8 ay WO 


Who mn.” e ch wares 10 En, 23 430 EE a; 7541 U 
*% 9769" at d & 
4 filh waſp mh og 14620) 


: 
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Wee 

741LE the good prieſt, with eyes devoutly clos d, 
V'V:. Left on the book the mariage fee exp0s'd, - | 
The new made bridegroom his occaſion ſpies, 
And, pleas'd, re-pockets up the ſhining prize : 
Yet not ſo ſafe but Mr. Swyp/teviews 
The frolick, and demands his-pilfer'd dues. - © 
No, quoth the man, good doctor, I'll aun. ſuit you, 
A plain default J faund you off your duty 
More carefully the holy-boak ſurveys :, 
| Your rule is, you ſhow'd d, a ave] as pray: 

: 38 *on 267 207 b'amla mo damn 


" 
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_ * 4 A LMS 
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N X 8 


123 Werne 
| «827446421 197 Sto! b At vn 
Lean: time 66 what they will ade 
Chee remaing the. fame loft creature ſtill z' | 
In her firſt coat, as when the romp'd and Hu, 
A babe in years, at ty fill & HH. 
. 7 


elle v 
* . 


A. Colleftiom: of Epigrams: 


On a Rats, who: had ſpent all bis Fortune. 


M* head and my purſe: had à quarrel of late, 

And referr'd it to me to decide the debate: 

Not ſmall was the diff rence; and it ſeems:this was it, 

If my purſe had moſt money, or my head had moſt wat. 

By jingo, I anſwer'd, here's the dev'] of a rout, 

What ! diſpute who has, moſt, when: your ſocks ner 
both out ! es | 

When thou of thy brains art wholly bereft, . © 

And thou haſt not got a poor, harry-groat.left ;.. 

'Tis a riddle to tell you whoſe cafe: is the worſt, 

But ſurely the head had the vacuum firſt. 


- M e . 
1 : $2 +4 _ 4 131 1 * - 
s © IF ? 5 oy F 41 4 « % S « 4 - & 70 ®, 
bd 
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To a Laby, with the Temple of Fins. 


Wy nar k wth ak by ab of Ro ans; 
Is call'd in women only reputation; 

About them both why keep we ſuch a pother ? 

Pars yep EO Ee 2 


[4 ; $221) 
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_ Marr. Lib. i. Epig. 87. 


M* neighbour Hunt:s houſe and mine 
Are built ſo near, they almoſt join; 
The windows too project ſo much, 
That thro! we may touch: 


e Bus o happy ſt men think, 
we ſo near a man of chink, 


That they are apt to envy me, 
For keeping fuch good company.” 
But he's as far from-me, I vow, - 
As London'is from good lord Howe, 
Who ſooths the poor Barbadves folks, 
All gall'd and raw with * 154)" yur 
For when old Hunks I chance to meet,” 
Or one or both mult quit the ftreet. 
Thus, he who would nat ſee old Roger, 
Mluſt be his neighbour, or his lodger. 


TY 


Ys 


ov 1 your Pate, n | 


Y 


Knock at you pleaſe, there's no TROP at home. 
On 
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On Dr. B-xri-x's applying to N 
theſe Lines 


— Sunt & mibi car mina; me quogue' dicunt, 
Vatem paſtores : Sed non ego credilus illi. 


A 

** could vile ſycophants contrive a 
Alie ſo great to raiſe ; Ts 4 

Which even B — y can 't believe, Due ls 
Tho? ſpoke in his own praiſe.. - | @ + A 1 
wt . i 
cxIII. 1 
ErirapH on „Mien, , | 'f 

ENEATH this ventane e tits © e 


Demar, the wealthy and the wile. ark [eu e580 
His heirs, chat he might ſafely reſt, 2 
Have put his carcaſs in a cheſt: 

The very cheſt, in which, they ſay, 

His other ſelf, his money, lag. 
And if his heirs continue kind : ek AI 1 
To that dear ſelf he left behind, 9 © 7 - 
I dare believe, that four in five 
Will chink his better half alive. 


14 
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* 3 
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pro” Anina talks by f... 
Of councils, fathers, claſſicks, wits ; 
Reads Malbranche, Boyle, and Lucie: 
Yet, in ſome things, methinks e fails ; 5 
Twere well if ſhe would pare her nails, 
And wear a cleaner ſmock. | 


Haughty and huge, as High-Datch bride, * 
Such naſtineſs, and ſo much pride 
Are oddly join'd by fate: | | 
On her large ſquab you find her "BY 
Like a fat corpſe upon a bed, © 
That lies and ſtinks in ſtate. 


She wears no colours (ign of grace) 
In any part except her face, (4. 

All white and black beſide ;, SES 
Dauntleſs her look, Rs 
Her voice theatrically loud, | 
And maſculine her ſtride. 


So have I ſeen, in black and white, 
A prating thing, a magpye 1 8 | 
Majeſtically ſtalk ; > tidal zi Ut be 


A ſtately, worthleſs, animal. 
That plies the tongue, and waps the a, web 1 
All Butter, pride, and-tallkk; t 1971 2 * id u 


P HRYNE 


cs UA 


CXLIV. 

PHRTNE ma cen for, 2 
ee 5 n 
Like ſome free port of trade: ini e nga 
Merchants unloaded here their freight, 


Aae Pom: 96% MIGgn Mis acl "{ WY dae ! 
Here firſt their entries made. - 11440 A 


Her learning and good breeding web, 
Whether th' Itahan, or the Dutch, | 
Spaniard or French came to her, 1 
To all obliging the d appear, CSE 
Twas Si Signior, twas Yaw Mynheer,.. 
Twas S'il vous plaift, Monſieur. 


Obſcure by birth, renown'd by crimes, 
Still changing names, religions, dimes, 
At length . og : 
In di'monds, pearls} and rich brocades, 
She hnes the firſt of barter jdes, 
And flutters in her pride. 


ss have I known thoſe inſecta fair, 

(Which curious Germans hold fo rare} 
Still vary ſhapes and dyes; 

Still gain new titles with new forms, 

Firſt grubs obſcure, then wriggling worms, 
Then painted butterflies. 


A ColleFion "of Epigrams. 


cxlv. 


On a PrELATE's going out of Church i in Time 
of Divine Service, to wait on hy Lord Lieute- 
nant of Ireland, © 25 


1 * Pam bee n 


down ; 
When told that the duke was juſt come to town, 
His fation deſpiſing, unaw'd by the place, 
He flies from his God to attend on his Grace : 
To the court it was fitter to pay his devotion, © 
Since God had no ſhare in his lordſhip's promotion. N 
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hun the French. NM. ebucm Da 


& to d 23 enn 2 
| Q'*- I admit your gef rule, 0 ai emu ban 
That every poet is a fool: ; 
n A re. 
That every fool is not a poet. þ = oh Lv | 
e 237 wor (4 115 G 
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CXLVIL 
in nαον Style. 


Feta of oft goth Mat with "IE dine, 

Eateth bak'd meats, drinketh Greek wine: 
But Topaz his own werke rehearſeth ; 

And Mat mote praiſe what Topaz verſeth : 

Now, ſure as prieſt did-e'er-fhrive-finmer;—- 

Full hardly earneth Mat his dinner. 


CXLVIII. 


Hum'rous fellow in a tavern late, 

Being drunk and valiant, gets a broken pate ; 
The ſurgeon, with his inſtruments and skill, 
Searches his skull, deeper, and deeper ſtill, 
To feel his brains, and try if they were ſound; 
And, as he keeps ado about the wound, 


P 


The fellow cries, Gaod furgeon, ſpare your paias, 1 
When I began this brawl I had no brains. | N 
' | 
Vol. II. H | Tuo 1 


v * 4 


. „ 
— — — — 
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CXLIX. , 


nov call'ſt me ignorant, tis true; but how, ] 
If I know more than Socrates did know ! 
He knew one thing, That he did nothing know ;; 
J know two.things, That I know nought, nor thou. 


l 
C 
4 py \ 
f 
„ 
= BY - 
* parties had a diff rence, and the cauſe * 
1 Did come to be decided by the laws: 
The bribing plaintiff did the judge preſent 4 
With a new coach ;; t other with fame intent 
Gives him two horſes ; each with like defign [ 
To make the judge to his own fide incline. 
The cauſe being try'd, the plaintiff's overthrown : da 
O coach! ſaid he, thou art the wrong way gone Bc 
The judge reply d, It cannot but be ſo, | He 
For where his horſes draw, your coach muſt go. : l 
| "= 
An 
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CLI. 


Epir Aru on the moſt lamented Death of 
Mr. William Wells, Maſter of a Ner- 
Garden at Marybone. ä 


82 O ye combatants ! -a flood of tears; 
Howl, all ye dogs ; roar, all ye bulls and bears: 
Ye butchers, weep, for you, no doubt, are grievers, 
And ſound his loſs with marrow-bones and cleavers ; 
Wells is no more — Yet death hath been ſo kind, 
That he hath left his, bulls and bears behind. 


» rr 
* 


CLII. 


UL MAN, who would be chought a wit, 
Met me one ev*ning in the pit ; 

Said he, I'Il ſomething write for yo, 
Both very odd, and very new : 
Here Damon interrupted him, . CAT 
l help thee, ſaid he, to » cheme.s - ana bastel! 
A theme moſt worthy of thy muſe, '_:; 1 
Which none eder choſe, or &'er would chuſe, 


ern 


Ev'n thy own panegyrick write. 
2 


4 | Collection of 4 Epigrams:+. 


On raiſing. ibe Price of Bread in the City of 
London, at the lime rpm apa of Repre- 
ſentatives in Parliament. 


| H- o the weather been wet, a dribling exeuſe, 
For raiſing the bread, had been of ſome uſe; 
But, as it is dry, and the harveſt half in, 
The doing it now's political fin, | CAE 
The bakers t enrich, and their int reſ to gain, 
That for the Lord Mayer each may give in his name. 
Thus bribery thrives by the bread that we eat, 


2 92 * 


And faves to Sir Toba a whole company's treat. 
ol 


Hom id abi 2008 EN.) | 
" LAV, in r 
Mv. Lib. 5. Epig: 7 L. 7 


buf Yau 


TIL 0's from home, and Me tikg gone, | 
His land bears nothing; bat His wife þ ſon. 


IV, 


Why the ſo fruitful, and f6 = the field ?. 
Wi, 1 


. 7 0 - « Y 7 
* 1 19 3. 1 "F i} (4 * 
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On a 'Lavy, ung by 4 Bee, 


T 0 heal the wound a bee had made 
Upon my Delia's face, 

Its honev to the part ſhe laid, f 

And bade me kits the place; © 


Pleas'd, I obey'd, and from the wound 
Suck'd both the ſweet and ſmart : 
Ile honey on my lips I: found, ms 2 

Tde ling went thro' my Heart. | ob dnt; 


1 * F 10 4 9 c DA 
. — 4 wn Bene HO: ” 4 9.1 L C 1A 
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11 

Peu, R crowns the Iricjh e empite juſtly claims, Foe 
Which were at once loſt by unhappy Fame: 8 

Whilſt thou in grateful Eng land art ador d, 

And Scotland's proud to own thee for her lord 5 

Ireland, ſubdu'd, doth now her crown reſign; 

One yet remains; purſue, and France is thine, 


H 3 On 


Collection of Epigrams. 


CLVII. 


O*® Vyrdam's trembling breaſt one night I ſtrove 
To quench within my own the flames of love ; 
But, to my coſt, 1 found, that precious dame 


After enjoyment left a far worſe flame. 


—___ — 


CLVIII. 
B” far'ring wit, Mæcenas purchas'd fame, 


Virgil's own works immortaliz'd his name: 


A double ſhare of fame is Dor/e?'s due, 
At once the patron, and the poet tao. 


* 


** 


CLIX. 


E L FISH, thou ſwear'ſt that thou of late 
Abhorr'ſt each weak, diſhoneſt mind : - 
Faith, ew'ry fool and knave to hate, 
Is, Timon like, to love mankind. 
Pr'y thee forbear thy lies to tell ; 
All know thou lov'ſ| thy ſelf too well. 


wi) 
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CLX. 
On a living PreTuRE. 


z youthful fair, no longer boaſt your charms, 
Tho' to their pow'r we yield our arms: 

Your red and white to nature due, 

Not to your skill, but her's, now pleaſe in you: 

While Lydia's art can nature's ſtint out-laſt, 
Paintreſs at once, and picture too: 

dee how ſhe blooms, ev'n when her autumn's paſt! 
And a complexion does command, | 
Due only to her skilful hand: 

Her hand, which in an hour repairs 

The injuries of ſixty years. 


CLX. 


121 1 me, dear Acme, whence this fancy ſprings, 

That, touch'd, you fly, like viſionary things ? 

Is love ſo dang' rous ? No then, Acme, try; 
Taſte but its ſweets, and kill me if I 1ye. 


1 A Swarm 


CLXII. 


— of ſparks, young, gay, and bold, 
Lov'd Sia long, but ſhe was cold; 

Int'reſt and pride the nymph controll'd ; 

So they in vain their paſſion told. 

At laſt came Dulmen, he was old, 

Nay he was ugly ; but had gold. 

He came, and ſaw, and took the hold, 

While brother beaus their loſs condol'd ; 

Some ſay, ſhe's wed ; I ſay, ſhe's ſold. 


———— 4 * 1 * 


CLXIII. 
On Nox's Fleſh. 


nov ſwear ſt, when thou'ſt a mind to flout her, 
Stella has no nun's fleſh. about her: 
But, if thou knew'ſt thoſe maids in cells, 
Stella, moud year, had nothing elf. 


7˙ 
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2% Madam de:Scudery, + 


1 true, the world will not believe . 4+ 

That the ſe diſcourſes none. our. _ charm; 

And all our envious ſex alarm, 1 * 2 4 
They from your lovely hand echt 7 {i204 0 


But, by their error, you new glories gain; 
For, Sappbo, this will plainly ſhow, - 
That your inimitable pen | 

Aſtoniſnhes the minds of men, * 
And wonders, that tranſcend belief, can do. 


CLXV. 
Ep1TAPH on 4 certain MisER. 
ur les one who for med'cines would not give 


A little gold, and ſo his life be loſt: 
I fanſy now he'd wiſh again to live, 


Cou'd he but gueſs how much his fun'ral coſt, _ 
8 | | , Ws 
Db 
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CLXVI. 


To Lucas1a, on ber Ivory Teeth, 


LC 14, never bluſh to own 

I be treaſure which your lips incloſe ; 
There nature vulgar teeth had ſown, 

But fineſt poliſtid iv'ry roſe. 


Theſe fear not age, that common foe; 

| Who ſteal on beauty in its wain; 
And, ſtrung like pearl, that graceful row 

Will not, like others, cauſe a pain. 


Yet, if you can, with equal skill, 
Let with the teeth the breath agree: 
You ſhould incloſe good ſcents, not ill, 
In that fair box of ivory. 


— 


6— CF II_ 


—— 1 


3 
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CLXVII. 
We BaLance of Europe. 


N ow Europe's balanc'd, neither fide prevails, 
For nothing's left in either of the ſcales. 
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CLXVIII. 
The Ivy. 


N 1 how aaa Of Ry W 
The loving ivy twines ! 
ſider how, when once forſook, 
The feeble widow pines : 
"Tis nature gives us this command, 
Weak things muſt by the ſtronger ſtand. 


But, Cynthia, you reverſe this law, 
By keeping me your ſlave ; 
While thus your ſex the men would awe, 
+ You nature too out-brave : 
Say, Cynthia, is not this to find 
The oak about the ivy twin'd ? 


CLXIX. 
12 face is paint, thy ſparkling ring but braſs, 
Thy ſmiles are falſhoods, and thy gem is glaſs : 


Who on thy tongue, Mirmilla, can rely, 
When all thy other parts deceive and lye ? 


A Collection of Epigrams. 


LAX. 
To Mrs. M. N. Twelve Years old. 


pe” is that lovely little face 
Contriv'd to give us pain and joy ! = 
Where ev'ry op'ning infant grace, 
Tho' hardly form'd, can yet deſtroy. 


Thou, like the plank the faitor views, 
When wreck'd, far off upon the wave, 

And, life juſt ſpent, in vain purſues | 
What only could the viddim laue. In 


Sil Et 
For, ah! with all oor ä 
We muſt not touch thy virgin bed 
Tho! fair enough to pleaſe and Kill, 
Thou art not old enough to wed.” © 


Ah! why did cruel heav'n contrive 
Thy beauties only to be ſeen ? 


Which ne'er were meabt Fot ſiſty five 
To touch —— and hon not * thirteen. 


Thoſe charms, perhaps, 1 iche poſſeß, 
I now, alas! in vain adore, 


Could I but number twenty leſs, _ 
And thou, fair maid, five ſummers more, 


On 
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CLXXT. - 
On the Toaſts of the KiT-Car Club, 


Anno 6. 
nt 171 | * 


| | 2 
W HENCE deathleſs Nil. Cat took its name, 
Few criticks can unriddle ; 
Some ſay from Paſtry-cook it came, 
And ſome from Cat and Fiddle, 
From no trim beaus its name-it boaſts, 
Grey ſtateſmen, or green wit s 
But from this Pall. Mall pack. of toaſts, 
Of old Cats, and young As. 


5 — —— — * 
— — 


CLN 


i 


1: The Welſh':Parſous"ComrorT.. ** © > 
1203 n 78 71e 1 F 


I neither braſs, nor marble, can withſtand 


The vital force of "time's deſirudtive hand; 


If mountains fink to ves, If Cities die, © 
And leſſ'ning rivers mourn their fountains dry; 
When my old caſſock (aid a 74 divine) 

Is out at Bows, why ſhould I repine ? 


Collection of Epigrams. 


CcLXXIII. 


1 RUS, tho' wanting gold and lands, 
Lives chearful, eaſy, and content; 
Corwvus, unbleſt, with twenty hands 
Employ'd to count his yearly rent. 


© 


Sages of Lombard tell me which 

Of theſe you think poſleſſes more! n 
One with his poverty is rich, 

And one with all his wealth is poor. 


—_—  —  — ——— 


CEXXIV.) 


ars Tigger to Shbets; Don' alen 
All cuckold their — 2— N 0 chaſte are 
their flames, 8 7 
Reply'd ſngering Shyboots,. as appears by . race Kr 
For you'll ne er ſ nl among them a e e 


— — ES 9 
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I 
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CLXXV. 


Epir ap on the late KING. 


5 


V atx Greece conſult no more, or haughty Rome, 
For worth, or virtue — view this royal tomb, 
Beneath whoſe fhade more ſacred duſt is wept 

Than in their urns or temples ever ſlept. 
Ceſar had courage, but the tyrant's name, 
And Rome enſlay'd,' obſcur'd the warrior's fame; 
Cato had honour, but, the dagger near, 

When dangers preſt, betray'd the patriot's fear: 
His triumphs one by dire oppreſſion gain'd ; 

And one his virtues by his weakneſs ſtain'd: 
Britain's lov'd king did with each Roman vie, 

As fond of freedom, as reſolv'd to die : 

Without his guilt, did Ce/ar's laurels wear, 

And boaſted Cato's fame, without his fear. 


— 


——ũ— 


CLXXVI. 


WI other ladies to the groves go down, 
Corinna ſtill, and Fulvia, ſtay in town ; 

Thoſe ghoſts of beauty, ling'ring here reſide, 
And haunt the places where their honour dy'd. 


From 
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CLXXVII. 
From BUCHANAN... 1 


AYS * to Willim, Neighbour, have a Ale. ; 


Touth. not that tree = — os ſacred. to deſpair ; 
Two wives T had, but, ah! that joy is palt !, 

Who breath'd upon thoſe fatal boughs, ther laſt. 
The beſt in all the row, "without difpute,...., 1 
Says Will---- Wou i'd mine but | bear ſuch precious fruit! 
When next ybo prune your orchard, ſave for me, 
I have a en one e of chat tree. 


: 


1 


cr XXIII. * 
On a melancholy FP DY. 


a ” vat" 
B BLIS foal olitude admire, 
A wondrous lover of the dark; 

Each night puts out her cloſet fire, 
And juſt keeps in a fingle/ſpark: 


i IT 


Till four ſhe keeps herſelf alivg 
Warm'd by her piety, no doubt: 
Then, tird with kneeling, juſt at five - 
She highs —— and lets that ſpark go owt. - 


- 
2 


T 
T 
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The Fe * Wien con. 
% Lady, anbe ſaid, Mas i is a a Wend 


48: 


\ EN are the world in ſmall, you 9 7 
And why not women too, I pray ** 


All ſpecies they as well comprixe, | „ 
That trace earth, waters, or the skie. 


The /amb their childhood well explains. ; 
They 're skittiſh flies in their teens; 
Often the name of «a/s prevails, -- 
Creatures that play much with their tails. 


Yet are believ'd from ſeas to ſpring. - 
When the diſſembling . fing 3 


Some are call'd, choxubacks tr ; fps, their VAT, 4w1 
Some crocodiles cer when ten e in tears... 1o.l Tl? 


But they are parrots, when "th talk; * 2 * A nA 
They re peacock? proud, ee e they y walk N'\adT. 
Yet turtles, meeting fire to fa” if . 780 
They 're raili, who at ter cables May des Lux 

They're bats, who chaſe their evilight prey 3 
And avag-tails —— in a proper place. 
2 


Vo. II. 
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The Laby Amun. 


little * F ay again, 
Meets in that motly creature man: 
His ſingle ſpecies all explains 
Earth, ocean, or the air contains. 


The ape much in his youth appears ; 
The goat, the fevine, or woff, in years; 
Often, the name of cars prevails, 

For fawning at their patrons tails. 


Vet thought ſome marine monſter when 
We ſee a ſtate Leviathan ; + 
Some are call'd cog/peads —— wanting beajne ; ; 
Some ht where: ever gaming reigns; z 


But blackbirds, has in pulpits e 3 
They 're horned ow/, when husbands jealous; 
And jay:, at court who ſpark it: 
They re gulli, whom corpprations glean, 
Canary birds at Change are ſeen, 
And capen —— in e 
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CLXXXI,- 
On a fine Seat Unfiniſhed. 


HEN lion roſe, to grace the fair defign 
The walls were built by architects divine: 

Neptune and Phabus left their heav'nly bow'rs, 
To arch the baſtions, and ere& the tow'rs : 
Could Gallio hire his workmen from the skies, 
To its juſt height his dome might then ariſe 3 
By their aſſiſtance reach the upper floor, 
If gon would work. for men will truſt no more. 


— c—_ 


CLXXXII.. 
On a Px and Porr. 


ru happy"; for he dreads no foes, ' 
To ridicule his verſe, or damn his proſe ; 
He takes his pen and paper from the ſhelf, 
Writes dull ---- and then turns butcher to himſelf : 
In hopes of fame, he owns whate' er he writ; he 
Was ever author by himſelf ſo bit ? FLA 
When all are curious the lac'd fool to ſee, 
To tell 'em on the title — 7 am be. 


I 2 
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CLXXXIII. 


On the PRIxX TIN PRESS et u at Rome 
about the Year 1466, by Uidaricu Gallus. 


From he Latin Anto "Campan Biſoey 
devs pf, Aon gf that 2 : 


1 watchful gooſe once fav'd the Reman walls, 
And brought deſtruction on. the baughty Gaul. 
Our Gaul revenges by his wond'r rous skill, 

This antient grudge vpon dhe : gooſe's quill; 


For what the pen requires a year to ſay, 


His. printing. art delivers 1. 41 fs 


CL LAXXIY: 


MATIALV-Lib. vi. Evig 14 — 
A Drop of Abet, Hen d poplar Plant, 
Fell, urexpected, and entbalm'd z an ant: 
The little inſect we ſo much contemn, & 
1s, frem a worthleſs ant, Lee a | gem. 


„ „ 
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LIV. 


On tbe preſet Caarrons, A 
A lead and feathers, in = arrow's flight, 

Take tlie fame courſe, the heavy guides the light} 
Their nature diffrent, ,yet along the skies © | 
One cuts the track through which the other flies : 

Let S — but open, all the yelping ar | 
Confirm the ſcent, and follow, ri ht or 
From the old cur each puppy ae s the 

To damn or like whate er they view in . * uu 
His thoughts ſome read in Baton $, others el, 255 
To find who argues right, or feafons well nad 
The bawling pack theit father Rockwood rules, 3 
And one dull pedant makes a herd of fools. Sama 


\ 


” —— — er — — a 


O” x fathers Ga cacks, as of old they took wives, 
To have and to hold for the term of their Jives: 1 
But we take, our balls, as our whotes, for our cafe ; 


And a whore and lerer may part hen vey la 


=y 2 44 5 
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| Avs6x1vs, Epig. 105. imitated. 


| ons did great Fove the weighty — debate, 
Uncertain, nymph, or goddeſs to create. 

Irreſolute, he cry'd, What muſt be done ? 
. We'll form a nymph and goddeſs both in one. 
But from what pattern of celeſtial race 
The features of her heav'nly part to trace? 
Shall lovely Venus to the picture fit ? 
Or ſhall we copy Palla, mein and wit? 
Still unreſolv'd, thus to the heay'nly maid, . 
As from his hand ſhe roſe, Be both at once, he ſaid: 
Hence both in thy lov'd compoſition meet, 
As Pallas graceful, and as Venus ſweet. 


CLAXXVIIL. 


me Jews, as we in Sacred Writ are told, 

To buy a god, gave Laron all their gold: 
But Chri/ftians now, times are ſo monſtrous odd, 
To heap up gold, will even /e/ their Gov. 


7 


A Collecrion of Epigrais. 


On the fumptuons Entertainment 


mY come to age, and to paternal wealth, 


$t—z calls all he knows to drink his health: 


Tis not in him, the treat has all the worth, 
Beſt conſequence and profit of his birth, 


But he'd be talk'd of; thus he'd purchaſe fame, 


Bribing voracious mouths to ſpeak his name. 
Let him, at length, (vain medfures to fulfil) - 
A fun'ral ring to each aſſociate will; 

Then ſee the end of all poor Sz—zx's pride: 

'T 'will be remember'd he was born, and dy'd. - 


given by 
Mr. St----n on bis coming of Age. 


| CXC. 


ritten in 4 Ladys MiL TON. 
Win virtue ftrong ng as yours had Eve been arm'd, 


In vain the fruit had bluſh'd, or ſerpent charm'd, 
Nor had our bliſs by penitence been bought, 


Nor had frail Adam fell, nor Mi/toz wrote. 


d 
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I 0 We IJ 2 
To Cho, 4 uh rerublg. Prude, en a 


32 * .. boafteny Ber Varginity:. . 


AY, prodiſh: Chee) why this mighty rout 
To prove what no one, WHO has eyes, can doubt ? 

What need you tell us, you re a virgin — 
'Tis plain you re ſuch, howeer againff your 5} 
What luſtſſel· w reteh; that eier has een you, wou 
Accept a maidenhead by you beflowd ? © 
Che! neꝭer labour then to prove a caſe 
That ſtands ſo well aſſerted in your face. 


ee ee eee eee 
On the Two New 8 x for Bramber, 1708. 


e in the Commune — you did prevail, 

Good Bit Oteve Mere; and gentle maſter Yale ; 

Yet. on good luck be cautious of relyin 
for Brumber is no plate to e k 


Your predeteffors have been fly fad; © 2! * 
il and Shigpen have been both! tranſlated. Le 


\ i0n He liait bad 10K 
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7 <7 on his Nayr. * x 


82 nature's ſelf invade the world n, 

And o'er the centre ſpread the liquid main, "A 
Thy power were ſafe, and her deſtructive hand 
Would but enlarge the bounds of thy command: i * 
Thy dreadful fleet would ſtyle thee Jord of all, 
And riſe im triumph Oer the drowned ball? 
Thoſe tow'rs of oak o'er fertile plains might go, 


And vie Ron, Wits (My ance Git growe 


- 
a. 


, 
em 9 ; b 89 . : 
* * FY 1 1 rin 1 11 Nr 


EE * 1 
. — " wa BW. 


TY 4 cxciv. | 1 ry 
To a Lavy, plying on the Lune, A 


cus Yo 20a © 
A* in ſome picce, while Zake his in rd. MT 
A Ne and drew, the reſt: A 
when you Plaue, ſqmegodþeed dogs impart. | | 
Harmonious aid aid, divinity } lpy.art 5... im Joie 113 Her 
Some cherub zige at you begun, * On οj,⁰ 
And, to a wind, imp e. _. art 11 
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On the Old Bust, with a Sour Air, 

Mr. Dx YDEN's Bumm in Weliminſter 

Abbey, 

A* D dens tomb, inſcrib'd * es $0 name, 
That mite, ſlow- offer d, to eſtabliſh'd fame ! 

Fill'd with raw wonder, Tyro ſtopt, to gaze 3 

And bleſt his bounteous Grace in kind amaze : 

The guardian genius, from the ſacred duſt, 

- Re-kindling upward, wak'd the quick ning buſt; 

Glowing, from ev'ry awful feature broke 

Diſdainful life and thus the marble ſpoke. | 

Teach thy blind love of honeſty to ——— 

*Tis not my monument — tho" built on me : 

Great peers, tis known, can in oblivion lie; 

But no great poet has the pow'r to die: | 


At cheap. expence, behold ame, 
The tach d aſſociate of a buoyant name : 


And $h — 7'bortow fe frott Brides grave. 


was fald — and; ere the Hört ſenſation yd, 
The ſtiff ning marble d its form 1 oh 
Back from the ticked waſte of mould'ring flate, 
He turn'd — neglectful bf the court, EY; 15 
And, ſadly conſcious of miſ- pointed praiſe, 
Fans, thro' the ſtone, Ind rinks beneath. his hays/ 


ErIrArR 


The po pops craft one luelty for&ſhall” he nm? A 


8 
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EpirApR on Mr. Gar. 


A Manly wit, a child's fimplicity, Wo 

The morals blameleſs, and the temper bee, 
Words ever pleaſing, yet ſincerely true, 
Satire ſtill jaſt, with humour ever news 
Above temptation, in a low eſtate, 
And uncorrupted, ev'n among the great: 
A ſafe companion, and an eaſy friend, 
Belov'd through life, lamented, in thy end 
Thoſe are thy honours, not that here thy buſt 
Is mixt with heroes, or with kings thy dult 
But that the worthy, and the good ſhall ſay, 
Striking their _— une Here Ges Gar. 


* 1 


% 

8 had 8 . TE 2 : — 5 - 
cxcvn. 
Er1TAPH 6 on a Miſer married 1 to a | Coquette, _ | 
F 'midſt other clay, 7 f 
Who heap'd up riches ev'ry day, | 7 

Yet never gart one doit away: 2 e 8 
Pared wic nothing all his hie, 4 cid 9/014. Ki 
I what in common was — ki wie. 


K 2 ; . 


CxCVIII. 


Bout ſays, I publiſh jingling * 

And all my verſes ſound like chimes: 
One line he quoted from my ſon g, 
And cry d, ** Here goes ding dong a dong.” | 
Still let him give nie ſuch diſpraiſe, 

_ Pill fay no more thun proverb lays: 
As noiſy belli in fiteples clint, 7 
So noiſy fools will often think. 


* 
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— 


0 J TY . 


On a 1 Duke and Sir John Cutler, 


= by grace's fate \ age Cutler cou'd foreſee Te 
And well, he thought, advis'd him, < Live like me,” 
As well his grace reply d, Like you, Sir Fobn! 
« That I can do, when all I have is gone.” 
Reſolve me, reaſon, which of theſe is worſe, 
Want with a full, or with an empty purſe? 
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ou gallipots falling, 2 well-tim'd hg 
Broke his 2 prexdng 
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A Cullection of Epigrams. 


CoCl. 
On reading the Er on POETRY, | 
T. uk the reaſon, why tho an | | 
Pours' out ſo much poetick ſpleen E 
The reaſon ! why, *tis very plain z' _ 


The holy man fees merit lighted >: Sg 

Am I, thinks he, (a man of wit, 

And of no common ſenſe) not fit 

To grace the lawn as well as they _ 

Who only preach, write proſe, and pray ? 

Pl! ſcourge, with my poetick ſting, 

My friend, my country, and my king; 

And libel, till preferr'd, with all the care 

A skilful coachman drives you, to a hair. 
Then, ſpite of him who bid the queen 

Firſt make a chriſtian of the dean, 

Wrapt up his fleeves in ſacred lawn, 

And keep his conſcience for a pawn. 

The reaking ſteam ſtill upward flies, 

But ceaſes, when condens'd, to riſe; | 

The dean, when once condens'd by lawn, 

Will fink to-proſe, and learn to fawn, 

Will lay aſide his angry rod, 


And, pecadventure, _— 
3 


A 


On the PoxT LauReaT's being put out of 
the Houſe'of Lords. 


6. (the wonder of a brazen age) 
Always a hero, off or on the ſtage, 

The other day, in courteſy, affords. 

His lovely phiz, to grace the Houſe of Lordi: 

Quite free from pride, he humbly condeſcends 

To treat the very ſmalleſt peers as friends: 

With ſneer, or grin, approves each grave debate, 

And ſmiles when brother dukes ſupport the ſtate: 

On the learn'd biſhops bench looks kind enough, 

And offers good lord King a pinch of ſnuff. 

Whilſt thus he rains his favours on the crowd, 

An old rough earl his ſwift deſtruction vow'd ; 

Regazdleſs of th* imperial crown he wore, 

Regardleſs of the bays and brains h> bore z 

A voice as hoatſe as Sutherland"s gave law, © 


And bid the king, the fop, che bard, withdraw. 
O, -/ in revenge, your wrath forbear, 

This once, your ſtupid, ſtingleſs fatire ſpare, 

And with dull panegyrick daub each peer: 

Like rhyming bell- man's ghoſt haunt their abodes, 

And frighten them with birth and new-years daes: 

If baniſh'd thence, you ſtill may ſhine at — 

There p- rs and ſcoundrels equally reſort: 

Unmatch'd in all, ſuperiors never fear; 


But, ſince you're Peerleſs, ſcorn the name of peer. 
On 
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CCII.. 
On the Earl of STR arroRD's Trial and Death. 


822 Strafford! worthy of that name, tho all 
Of thee could be forgotten but thy fall; 

Cruſh'd by im ginary treaſons weight, 

Which too much merit did accumulate: 

As chymilts gold from braſs. would draw, 

Pretexts are into treaſon forg'd by law. 

His wiſdom ſuch, at ance it did ap 

Three kingdoms wonder, and three Mating * 3 

Whilſt ſingle he ſtood forth, and ſeem'd, 2 

Each had an army, as an equal foe. 1 

Such was his force of eloquence to make 0 

The hearers more concern'd than he that ſpake ; 

Each ſeem'd to act that part he came to ſee, 

And none was more-a-tooker-on than he ; © pot 

So did he move our paſſions, ſome were known 

To wiſh, for the defence, the crime their own. 

Now private pity ſtrove with publick hate, r 
Reaſon with rage, and eloquence with fate: 3 
Now they could him, if he could them, forgive: 

He's not too guilty, but too wiſe to live. 

Leſs ſeem thoſe facts which treaſon's nick · name bose, 

Than ſuch a fear'd ability for more. | 

They, after death, their fears of him expreſs, _'1 
His innocence, and their own guilt confeſs. 
Their legiſlative frenzy they repent, * 
Enacting it ſhould make no precedent. 

This fate he could have ſcap'd, but would not 00 | 
Honour for life, but rather nobly choſe x 5 
Death from their fears, than ſafety from his own, 

That his laſt action all the reſt might crown. 


K 4 The 


4 Collet?ion of Epigrams. 


© bby! CCTV. 


The envious CRITICK. 


* 


1 HE poor in wit, or judgment, like all poor, 


Revi le, for having leaſt, - thoſe who have more: 


So tis the critick's ſcarcity of wit 

Makes him traduce them who have moſt of it. 
Sigee to their pitch himſelf he cannot raiſe, 

He them to his mean level would debaſe; 

Acting like demons, that would all deprive 

Of heay'n, to-which themſelves can ne'er arrive, 


— —— 


CC. 
The generous MIsER. 


RIPE-ALL, a cunning cit, a niggard elf 
Keeps all his goods and chattels to himſelf, 
His meat, his wine, his wiſdom, and His pelf. 
Thus he ill-natur'd ſeems ; yet, for his friends 
He ſomething has, that till can make amends; 
For, dearee ſpouſe, with better humour fraught, 
As he does all things, ſhe'll-deny us nought. 


| 


1 


A Colleion of Epigrams. 


To the Rev. Dr. Sw1rT. 


——_ and patriot * hear a nation's praiſe; 

To thee each bard ſhall conſecrate his lays ; _ 
Yet, high as thy deſert tho” none-aſpire, 
Be it thy glory, that we all admire F 

O! late with bleflings ſhall thy name be crown'd, 
Thou guardian genius of thy country own'd ; 
Whilſt all thy prouder foes (a grov'ling fry © 
Thro' guilt ennobled) infamous ſhall die: © 
And all thy meaner ſhare the diſmal lot. 
To live in ſcorn, and in oblivion rot. 


 2:OCV ITE; 2:12 rat 51) YO 1 
M9754, whipping her ſcarf on, ſails away to the 


And cries, For a Venus I'll paſs in the dark. 
With her hoop ſpreading wide, and her ſoſt- ſo:ohing tail, | 
She knows her coarſe features may ſometimes prevail. - 
Well, the baggage plays arch, thus to wound in the night, 
Since . would mn. 
4 Ved 


On 
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CCVUL. 
On Dr. FinvaL's Laſt Will and Teſtament, 


Hart of years, th' old teſtament and new, 
By general conſent, have paſt for true: N 
In this Nearn'd age, a doctor god-like, great, 

By dint of reaſon, prov'd 'em both a cheat: 

A third he made; which, ſinking nature's ſhare, 
Gave more than he.dy'd worth to reaſen' heir. 
Male-praQtice to prevent, of his laſt. thought, 

A female ſcribe ingroſs d the genuine draught z 

But, oh! gainſt teſtaments ſuch reaſons ſhown, 
Have taught the world to queſtion een his own. 
Thoſe, ſev'hteen centuries old, he ſcarce could raze: 
His own unſhook remain'd not ſeventeen days. 
Vet all, perhaps, are true; if none, the third, 


Of three forg d teſtaments, ſeems moſt abſurd. 
* Dr. Tindal, % /5/d by Mr. Budgell for making 


Bim his heir. 


pe CES 


CCIX. 


0 605 coquireth'the dab lav, or none, 
And yet he will accept a broken one. 
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ccx. 
me old Couperre, 


R'Y THEE, old Rows . IT Ne 
"Thoſe ribbands, and that youthful dreſs z 
For thoſe gray hairs betray fourſcore, vi 
And nature in decay confeſs, 


Thoſe eye-brows, which from mouſe you ſteal, 
"True, Yoo for. their RooEngls Brine 4 

But then, (what they can ne'er conceal) | 

: We curſe the more thy rheumy eyes. 


This cheek is ſmooth ; but, ah! on that | 
The wrinkled paint betrays a cranny 3 
You look at once ] know not What 


This fide a "Venus — that à Grammy,” 


: > - + 


Your faults of age we doably ſee 
When them, in vain, wh ace you's ja 
Seem old and ugly, as you-be,  - + 

And, Raga, "faith, you'd leſs offend. 
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CCxXI. 


We NonPARE1L., 


E“ RLY this morn (a time to muſes kind) 
Willing to draw one woman to my mind, 
Wiſe without pride, without coquetting fair, 
Chaſte as the unblown roſe, yet free as air 3 
In language eaſy, in her temper fweet, © 
And moderately learn'd, and fimply neat ; _ 
Who ner one ſtep from virtue's path has trod, 9 
True to her friend, but truer to her n 
— Bat, when I on the picture thought, It cry'd, 
Na fuch can be — and flung my pen afide. —— 
My muſe then kindly whiſper'd, Such can be, > 
Bad me Clariada write — and that was ſhe. 


2 — 


— 
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CXII. 7 
Mania. Lib. L Eoig 65. 


N ee RT fair, wk has, tis true; 
And rich, why, we will grant that too: 

But, whilft too oft by thee tis ſaid, 

Thou *rt neither fair, nor rich, nor maid, 


BRAUrr 


dy 
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Bravr v #00 dazzling. 


D ſparkling wit and eyes 

| Uniting, caſt too fierce a light. 
Which blazes high, but quickly dies, 

Pains not the heart, bu har the . 


Love is a calmer, gentler joy, 
Smooth are his looks, and ſoft his pace 7 
Her Capid is a black - guard boy, vg: 
That runs his link full in your face. 
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CcxIv. 
0 Pope 147 n. 


Pant ſays, pope Fail once the ſword did wied. 
And, to engage-the-#rexchin#n,) took the feld. 
eye ee ane ey 
Exclaiming loudly, as his ſword he drew z - 

Since, in my aid, thy keys, O Peter / fail, 

Thy ſword, O Paul in battle may avail. 


3, w 


MARTIAL. 
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MazTrAt. Lib. viii. Epig. 39. 


22 with th' attendance clients pa, 
At great men's levees ev'ry day,” 
Cæliu pretends the gout: but; ſee 
'Th' effect of this hypocriſy! / 
} Whilſt he in flannel wraps his feet, 
Or walks in crutches through the ſtreet, 
He plays the counterfeit no more, HSE 
But has the gout he feign'd before. n 
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CCXVI. 


A Hiwrt 10 4 Young <5 on the Point 
of MaRrRtAGE. 


Yen nn nick, through hoſtile ſwords and re, 
The \Trejan hero * bore his aged ſir es 
Juſt heav'n rewarded well the pious deed, 

Death ſeix d his wife, and the good man was he 


1216 


. See Vixen 's Bueid, Book f. © 4 eng 
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Collection ef Epigrams. 


On the'Death of an UNDERTAKER, 


goons by death, here bear, great herald les | 
And adds a trophy to his viQories'; 
Vet, ſure he was prepar d, who, while RE branch,” 


Made it his buſineſs ſtill to Took for death. 
8 9 1 — —-— 
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On a Gentleman "who married a view, * cn. 
ä Jumptroe Lavy.. | 


Win e re „ it 24 £38; d 
And wedded to thy arms for liſe, | 
When death arrives, it will appear ————--— 
. ss ſo like thy wife. 
* * J 
| a ſpouſe ſo thin, tho', all agree 
Had better much be let alone: 
Fleſh of thy fleſh ſhe cannot be, 
Who is e only bones" s [ 
0 
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A Collection of Epigrams. 


To a Lady who loved Auol ix. 


8e by the bending reed's flow aid, 
May boaſt th'unwary fiſh betray'd : 
Othery may finny ſhoals beſet, | ., 

And ſweep em with the treack'rous net- 


But, why ſhould Sylvia uſe deceit, 
Who is, herſelf, her own beft-bait? — 
Step but, undreſs'd, within the brook, - 
And ſmile at ev'ry needleſs hook: / 


Each willing fiſh will round thee fwim, N 
Gladder to catch thee, than thou him: | 

Or, if one fiſh, uncaught, goes by. 

ee 16791 $312 HHN RTI N 


0s « Blind Man is Lors. 1561 
10 oft alten 4610 1.7 
OY Hoe PRs Neva heats pf Ty 
Could guard, think'f thou to keep thine, who haſt 
none ? 
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A Colictim of Epigrams. 


Doom M. ps Pox r Es. 


| (any four years ago I made Phillis an offer, 


Provided ſhe would be my whore, 
Of two thouſand good crowns to put in her coſſer, 
And, I think, ſhould have given her more. 


About two years after, a meſſage ſhe ſent me, 
She was for a thouſand my own 3 

But, unleſs for an hundred ſhe now would content me, 
I ſent her word I would have none. 


She fell to my price ſix or ſeven weeks after, ; 
And then for a hundred would do; „ 
1 in vain ſhe talk d of the matter, 
Than twenty, no farther, I'd go. ; 


T' other day for fix ducatoons ſhe was willing, 
Which I thought a great deal too dear, 

And told her, unleſs it would come for two filling, 
She muſt ſeek a * elſewhere. 


This morning ſke's come, and would 118 buckle gratis; 
But ſhe's grown ſo fulſome a whore, 

That now methinks Nothing a far greater rate is, 
Than all that I offer'd before. 


Vor. II. L Os 
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AJ Collection of Epigrams. 


On an eminent Modern Preacher. 


7 OLLVmuſt needs to penitence excite ; 


For, ſee, his ſcarf is rich, and gloves are white ; 


Behold his notes diſplay'd, his body rais'd, 
With what a zeal he labours to be prais'd! _ 
No ſtubborn finner able to withſtand 

The force and reas ning of his wig and hand: 
Much beter pleas'd, fo pious his intent, 

Wich five that laugh, than fifty who repent : 
On moral duties, when his tongue refines, 


Tully and Plato are his beſt divines ; 
What Matthew ſays, or Mark, the proof but ſmall ; 


What Locke or Clarke aſſerts — good ſcripture all 
Touch'd with each weakneſs which he does arraign, 
With vanity, he talks againſt the vain ; 

With oſtentation, does to meekneſs guide, 

Proud of his periods levell'd againſt pride; 
Ambitiouſly the love of glory flights, 


| And dams the love of fame — for which he writes. 


\ 


On 


Cn. 
On the Writers of the Grub-ſtreet Journal. 


O0 F old, when the Grubs attack'd Colley Cibber, 

As player, as bard, and odaic-wine-bibber, 
To a friend that advis'd him to anſwer their malice, | 
And check, by reply, their extravagant allies ; 
No, no, quoth the laureat, with a ſmile of much glee, . - 
They write Tor a Os WR. they ſha'n't get from mes | 


\ aft 1 


— 
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CCXXIV. 
| Answen to the Foregoing. 


on cn the laureat, quoth Dal, is reſolute bent, 
Not to anſwer our malice, that we may keep lent, 
Let him fling up the bays, and return to the ſtage, 

And try, as an actor, to charm the dull age: 

For, if he writes on, — o'er a glaſs of good cheer, 
We ſhall feaſt on his odes, I am ſure, twice a r. 


. * 


A Callettion of Epigrams. 


_CCXXV. 


To EuSTACE BupczL, Eſq; on bis offering 
Medals to the Writers 5 e on 
Dr. TiIxDpaL. | 


HAT iet to me, if Tindal flies, 
Or proudly triumphs o'er the skies? 

What tho't be true (I hope ttis ſo) 
His fellow breathes not here below; 

Vet ſtill his ſcorn of gold was vain, 

For he (as I now) wrote for gain. 

His countrv's love, what was't but gold? 
For that he faith and honour ſold. 

Gold was his god : And (to be free) 

Give but, dear Buche, the prize to me, 

1 Dada Reps will ſtrait purſue, © | 

And even write in praiſe of you, 
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CCXXVI. 525 0 


AMPHLET. laſt week, in his fantaſtick fits, c + // l 

Was asked, How he liv'd ? He ſaid, By 's wits; 

Panpblit, I ſee, will tell lies by the clock; 
2 cs i ve upon ſo poor a ſtock ? 
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CCXXVII. 
The STAGE'Ss ACKNOWLEDGMENT, 


O Nature ! — where thy ſov'reign power we fee, 
How poor a thing muſt affeQation be! 
While Cr. 1v x, with beauteous eaſe, the audience charms, 

And, with the fire of native influence, warms; 

Pour'd from her eyes, the meaning raptures roll, 
And ſhoot the laughing graces through the ſoul, _ 
Or, when the ſprightly ſong demands her aid, 
How pointed are thy notes, O muſick ! made? 
Poets, and maſters, careleſs, may compound; 
Her look is meaſure ; and her action, ſound. 
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COXXVINL.. | 
..On 8:. Pzrxn's caſting away. bis Net. 


1 Hov haſt the art on't, Pl aide tell, 
To caſt thy net on all occaſions well : 1 30 
When Cu n1sT calls, and thy nets would have thee ſtay, 
To caſt them well, 's to caſt them quite away. 
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Collection of Epigrams. 


'CCXXIX. 
On St. PETER's cutting off Malchus's Ear. 


7 ELL, PTR, doſt thou wield thy active ſword, 
Well for thy ſelf I mean, not for thy Lord; 
To ftrike at ears, is to take heed there be 

No witneſs, PzTEeR, to thy perjury. 


CCXXX. 


A s fir Toby reel'd home, with his skin full of wine, 
44 To his houſe in — ſquare, from his friends at the Vine, 
He ſnuff d the freſh air, and his noddle turn'd round; 
He ſtagger'd— but gain'd not an inch of his ground. 
Get home ! quoth the knight-: why, this ne'er can do, 
If for one ſtep gain'd forward, I backward reel tho. 
I'll return to the Vine.— So, as one uy ſuppoſe, 

Sir Toby intended to follow his noſe. 

But this retrograde knight ne'er alter'd his pace, 
. N Kar * 85 4 


2 


The ſot's mathematicks at — did — 
' Sir Toby ſteer'd home by the help of his tail. 


F ICKLE 


A Collefion of Epigrams. 


8 N 9 


CCxXXI. 
ICKLE is vext at heart, he ſays, to fee 
His Lydia look on him ſo ſcurvily : . 
Thou art a moſt unconſcionable man, : 


Wou'dit have the wench look . than ne can 2 


CCXXXII, 


Ee1iTAPH on Mr. JaMEs RODERICK, 


g th o mould'ring ſtone our memories to truſt, 
Is to be ſoon forgot — *Tis duft to duft. 
We well could praiſe thee, would thoſe praiſes laſt ; 
But where's the epitaph of ages paſt ? 
Tho' thy good deeds in adamant were wrote, 
With all the life of wit, and ſtrength, and thought, 
Twere yet in vain ; — or fire, or time, conſumes, ,- + 
And tumbles down our temples on our tombs, 
If we would have thy virtues ſtill in fight, 
We muſt on paper, not on marble write; 
Some happy genius draw thy image there: 
My meaner lines will ſerve to periſh here, 


\ 
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CCXXXIHI. 
"On a MARRIED State. | { 


＋* bed unchaſt, the harlot's eye, 

A while their captives may allure ; 
Beauty, and guiltleſs love ſapply 
A paſſion always to endure. 


Where hearts, by virtue warm'd, unite, 
Fate throws its angry ſhafts in vain ; 
This doubles ev'ry ſoft delight, 
And leſſens ev'ry woe and pain. 


_—©_ 
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CCXXXIV. 


=o Romans brav'ty let Porſenna on. . 

Who met whole troops in Cocle“ arm alone: 
His legions ſcarce the warrior's arm ſuſtain ; 
And armies preſs a ſingle foe in vain ; 

Such matchleſs courage does his ſoul inſpire, 
Had he one fecond, Tuſcia muſt retire ; 
Waating that one, her troops that round him FER 
He only could repel — but not ſubdue, e. 
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CCXXXV. 


On the Death of the Duke of GLovcesTER 3 
juſt after Mr. DRypen. 1700. 


1 N is dead: Dryden alone could fing 
The full-grown glories of a future king. 

Now Ghuc'fter dies: Thus leſſer heroes live 

By that'immortal breath that poets give ; 

And ſcarce ſurvive the muſe : But William ſtands, 

Nor asks his honours from the poet's hands. 

William ſhall ſhine without a Dryder's praiſe, 

His laurels are not grafted on the bays. 


— 


ccXXXVI. 
From the French. wh 4 


1 Die with ſadneſs, if the bluſhing fair 
Theſe eyes adore, rejects her lover's prayer; 

I die with tranſport, if her gentle ear, 

Is pleas'd her lover's ſoft complaint to hear. 

How ſhall a wretch his fate contrive to ſhun, 

Both by her rigour, and her ſmiles undone ? 

Each way I look, I view my ruin ſure, 

Fall by the wound, or periſh by the cure 
Vo. II. M 
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CCXXXVII. 


On Apicivs, wounded in his Old Age by 


_ Love. 


oARY Apicius, like Siciha's mount, 


Tho? winter veils its venerable front, 
Tho' its grave head is cover'd o'er with ſnow, 


Yet labours with inceſſant fires below. 


h CCXXXV III. 
On Wit. 


„ wit is like the brilliant ſtone, 
Dug from the Indian mine; 

Which boaſts two various pow'rs in ns, 
To cut as well as ſhine. 


Genius like that, if poliſh'd right, 
With'the ſame gift abounds ; 

Appears at once both keen and bright, 

And ſparkles while it wounds. 


— 
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A Colleftion of Epigrams. 


CC XXXIX. 
On BEAUTY, 


1 4 Sylvia at her glaſs her charms unfolds, 
And Phaon's eye a double form beholds, 
What has the am'rous youth, alas! ſurvey'd ! 

A ſha-ow one -—- one ſoon to be a ſhade. 

A real likeneſs the kind mirror ſhews, 

Herſelf that fleeting phantom which ſhe views. 


: off 


CCXL. 
On the South-Sea STOCK. 


uE Daphne from her fond Apollo flew, 
W Juſt where the nymph expir'd, a laurel grew: 
While thus, to pleaſe the god, the kindly maid, » 
He: beauties vaniſh'd, left a cooling ſhade. 
Britain, as fond, as fair an idol view'd, 
Saw with his paſſion, with his flame purſu'd ! 
Strove in her arms the phantom faſt to hold, 
And graſp'd a ſhadow-which ſhe took for gold. 
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CCXIII. 


To a Lady who turned her Check to him whey 
| he went to kiſs ber. 


1. for a grace; or is't for ſome diſlike, 
That, when I'd kiſs your lips, you turn your cheek ? | 
Some think this carriage rude in your behaviour, | | 
But I ſhould rather take it for a favour. | 
For I, to ſhow my kindneſs and my love, 
Would leave both lip and cheek to kiſs your glove ; 
And, with the cauſe to make you full acquainted, 
Your glove's perfum'd, your.lips and cheeks are painted- 


1 


CCXIII. 
On Change Alley. 


tx ! here all languages and nations meet, | 
Juſt like the creatures once in Peter's ſheet ; 
Pure, and impure, alike ; ſome fat, ſome lean, 
'Tho' much the greateſt part, like his, unclean : | 
Theſe ſent from heav'n, to man for meat decreed 3 
'Thoſe, ſtaring, on each other prey and feed. 


"ys 


On 
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CCXLIII. 


On @ SHADOW. 


T uE ſun now clear, ſerene the golden skies, 

1 Where e'er you go, as faſt the ſhadow flies: 
A cloud ſucceeds ; the ſun-ſhine now is o'er, 
The fleeting phantom fled, is ſeen no more 
With your bright day, its progreſs too does end: 
See here, vain man! the picture of your friend. 


CCXLIV. 


On the Tomb of VI xOII, near Naples, ſhaded 
| with à Laurel, 


9 > ſacred VI R GIL wrote, by Rome admir'd, 
The poet ſung what Phebus firſt inſpir d; 
To his lov'd duſt, in a ſmall urn confin'd, ; 
The favouring god does ſtill continue kind; 

For ever freſh bids his own laurel bloom, 

And throw its branches round the hallow'd tomb! 
Which o'er the mournful marble kindly ſpread, 
His wreathe alive, now ſhades his aſhes dead. 
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'CCXLV. E 
On a Lady's Picture, 


A* FTER each skilful touch, and ev'ry grace, 
| The genuine form excels the painted face. 
What wond'rous artiſt e'er could draw ſo well, 
As charming nature, where ſhe ſtrives texcel ! 
Heav'ns work before the painter's we prefer, 
Since it deſign'd its maſter-piece in her. 

Gop, whoſe reſemblance in each face we view, 
Ne'er his own picture more exactly drew. 
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ccxL vl. 
On a Lady who painted. 


p H MLB, like Daphne, ſtrives each day to ſhun 
The warm embraces of the am'rous ſun ; 

In winter chuſes to unfold each grace, 

For then her beauty freezes to her face; 

Who to a kinder nymph could pay his vow, 


Did her heart melt, as often as her brow ! 


A Collection of Epigrams. 
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CCXLVII. 
On a fine Seat, 


222 o Greece, in arts ambitious to excel, . 
Home, 's learn'd [/iad crowded in a ſhell ; 

Baihillus took the hint, and would repeat 

A wonder, not the ſame, but full as great; 

With joy he ſees his ſpacious villa riſe, 

Admires the ſtately height, and ample ſize; 

His chambers riculy gilt, his lofty doors, 

Large ſtatues, cedar roofs, and marble floors, 

His fountains, walks, and gardens, finiſh'd —— all 

Complete, except his ſtairs, ſaloon, and hal! ; | 
He ſells his farms and foreſts round conſumes, 

And crowds whole manors into ſingle rooms. 


CCXILVIII, 
On a cruel Creditor. 


will make dice of 's bones, ſo doth he cry, 
Who has the debtor in captivity. 
Take heed; there's none will pity thy diſaſter, 
When Lucifer, at laſt, cries, Come, the caſter. 


M 4 WHEN 
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7 HEN Pharaob's fins provok'd th' Almighty's hand 
To pour his wrath upon the guilty land 
A ten-fold plague the great avenger ſhed; 
The king offended, and the nation bled. 
Had'ſ thou, unaided, Feria, but been ſent, 
Phial elect, for Pharash's pvniſhment, 
Through what a various courſe the wretch had run ! ! 
He more than heav'n's ten plagues had felt in one. 


— __— 


CCL, 
On a uf Lady beholding herſelf in a 


Stream, 
1R01LD theſe waves! ah, never at a ſlay ! 
How ſwift their courſe ! how ſoon they glide away: 
Each virgin's envy now, and lover's theme, 
Thy beauties, Myra, are that fleeting ſtream: 
Each after each, which ſhall too ſoon retire, 
Thy brow reſign its light, thy eye its fire: 
Myra be loſt — new wonders to ſupply, 
That other Myra's may be born — to ie! 


On 
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CCLI. 
On a ſtingy Br au. 


UR1O's rich ſide- board ſeldom fees the light, 
Clean is his kitchen, and his ſpits are bright; 

His knives and ſpoons, all rang'd in even rows, 
No hands moleſt, or fingers diſcompoſe: 
A curious jack, hung up to pleaſe the eye, 
For ever ſtill ; whoſe flyers never fly : 
His plates unſully'd, ſhining on the ſhelf ; 
For Curio dreſles nothing, but himſelf. 


« 2 . 2 


) 


el.. 
"EprTAPH en SHAKESPEAR, © 


TAY, paſſenger, why doſt thou go ſo fiſt? 
Read, if thou canſt, whom envious death has plac'd 
Within this monument; Suak ES PEAR, With whom 
Quick nature dy'd, whoſe name doth deck the tomb 
Far more than coſt, fince all that he has writ 
Leaves living art but page to ſerve his wit. 


A Colletion of Epigrams. 


CCLIII. 
Written in the Blank Leaf of a Lad)'s PRIqR. 


bete, but my words my real paſſion ſhow, 
And, in ſoft verſe, like FRIOR's numbers flow; 
Cou'd I, fo fortunately point my ſenſe, 
To wound, like Dort, yet not give offence ; 
Then, in this page, ſhould Galatea read 
My faithful love and how I daily bleed : 
Each faucy rival ſhould, with bluſhes, ſee 
His fond impertinence expos'd by me: 
But rough and heavy muſt my verſe appear, 
When PRlok's noble genius ſhines fo near; 
So droop the nymphs, when Gelatea's eyes 
In the fair ring, with brighter glory riſe. 


1 CCLIV. 
On the Aichievement over the Door f 


ki 1 HE coat exactly with his manners ſuits, 
How near a-kin the maſter and the brutes ! 
His qualities were ne'er ſo well expreſt, 


Wolves his ſupporters, and a bear his creſt. 
. The 
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CT 6 
The Queſtion anſwered, 


HY is a handſome wife ador'd 

By ev'ry coxcomb, but her lord? 
From yonder puppet-man enquire, 
Who wiſely hides his wood and wire: 
Shews Sheba's-queen completely dreſt, 
And Solomon in royal veſt : 
But view them litter'd on the floor, 
Or ſtrung on pegs behind the door, 
Punch is exactly of a piece 
With-Lerain's duke, and prince of Greece. 


— — 


CCLVI. 
On Roger Grant's being appointed Oc 16 


Qucen ANNE. 


Ex majeſty, ſure, was in a ſurprize, 
Or elſe was very ſhort ſighted, 
When a tinker was ſworn to look after her eyes, 
And the mountebank Read was knighted. 


Collection of Epigrams. 


CCLVII. 


On a Lady who was offended at being left alone 


with a Gentleman. 


W Hy then that bluſh! allay that needleſs fear; 
Miſtaken maid --— no raviſher is near! 
When thou art next in danger, ask thy glaſs, 
Wou'd any forfeit heav'n for ſuch a face? 

Whoe'er attempts thy virtue to abuſe, 

Offends without temptation, or excuſe : 

No tranſport to poſſeſs, or bliſs to taſte, 

But to do penance for ſome follies paſt, _ 

Takes in his arms pride, roughneſs, and diſeaſe, 
And fins to mortify, and not to pleaſe ; 

Does his lewd arts to vex himſelf employ ; 

Has all the guilt, and yet without the joy ! 

Whoe'er thy chaſtity wou'd then moleſt, 

Shew-'em thy face — and that will guard the reſt. 


x, 
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CCLVIIL. 
A SIMILE on a Whore. 


Whore is like a ſquirrel, that doth veil 
And cover all her body with her tail. 


" 
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A Collection of Epigrams. 


On St. David's Day. 


W ny on St. David's day do Welhmen ſeek, 
To beautify their hats with verdant leek, 

Of nauſeous ſmell ? For honour 'tis, hur ſay, 
Dulce & decorum eſt pro patria. 

Right, Sir, to die or fight, it is, I think ; 

But how is t dulce, when you for it fink? 


CCLX. 


To the Duke of MaxtBoROUGH, 


v various means th' immortal Homer ſeeks 

AF To raiſe the fame of his heroick Greeks ; 

For one, from coaſt to coaſt confus'fily hurl'd, 
To give him room, the bard invents a world; 

-Whilſ one for ever in the trenches lies, — 
And, where he gain'd ſo many battles, dies. | 
In thee the double character unites, 

Mes wanders, and Achilles fights, 


—_ 
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CCLXI. 


On the Tropnies being carried through the 
City by the Guards, 1704. 


HAT Roman gen' ral, fortunate in fight, 
| Did e'er bleſs Rome with ſuch a glorious ſight ? 
Fabricius, it is true, did Pyrrbus beat, | 
And gave the Grecian army a defeat ; 

Brought trophies home, her ſtately piles to grace, 
And with rich ſpoils, confirm'd his great ſucceſs. 

But ſtill the mighty victory he won 

Fell ſhort of what great Mariß rough now has done: 

- "Tis true, Fabricius very bravely fought, 

And home to Rome immortal honours brought : 

But, though he gain'd a victory, yet we find 

When he return'd, he Pyrrhus left behind; 

But Marl#r rough did Fabricius far out- do, | 

And to convince us, brings to common view, 8 


Not only trophies home, but Tallard too. 


l. 


1 o lechers to rank leeks compar'd have been, 
: O Whoſe heads tho' hoary, have their tails yet green. 


0 Up 
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CCLXIII. 
Upon a Woman of the Town. 


we x enjoyment, lovers cry, 
Of Cupid's fiery darts they die; 
Yet, once poſſeſt, the fair complains, 
No ſpark of all the flame remains : 
The ſwain that tries this lovely dame, 
Aſter enjoyment, finds the flame. 


CCLXIV. 


To the Duke of MARLBOROVOH, on be 


Trophies {et up in Weltminſter-Hall. 


F r other princes, let the Abbey be ; 
Meſtminſter-Hall's a monument for thee. 


CCLXV. 


ö 
It is, ſaid he — tis at my fingers end. 


A Collefion of Epigrams. 
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CCLXVI. 
On a Gentleman Drawing his own Picture, 
170g. 


vcn ſtrokes, ſo bold, ſo eloquent, and true, 
Were thoſe which nature's forming pencil drew, 
When in your features ſhe at firſt deſign'd 
T'expreſs an excellence of human kind. 
So you, with wond”rous skill, ſurprize and pleaſe, 
Bold to reſine upon a maſter- piece. 
Vour touch ſo graceful, and ſo ſtrong your art, 
There's all of nature, but the ſpeaking part. 
Yet, ev'n in that, we're willingly deceiv'd ; 
Our eyes are falſe, nor are our ears beliey'd. 
Let Chloe, if thy flame ſhe diſapprove, 
Look on thy picture, and ſhe dies with love. 
Had great Apelles in ſuch lines been dreſt, 
So ſpoke in paint, by his own hands expreſt; 
The skilful artiſt had more honour won, 
Than by the Cyprian queen, or Philip's ſon. 

Paint on: The Britiſb genius draw, (ſince you 
Can for yourſelf perform what none can do) 
In Anne's face; nor need your art deſpair, 
Mix Jove and Venus formidably fair. 

Here let the thunder from her navy fly, 
And there the lightning ſparkle from her eye. 


Erirarn 
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CCLXVII. 


EriTaen on Will. Lawes, Batchelor in 
Mujick, killed at the Siege of Welt Cheſter. 


(Om is conquer'd ; in this urn there lies 

The maſter of great muſick's myſteries ; 
And in it is a riddle, like the cauſe, 

Will. Lawes was ſlain by ſuch whoſe Villi were Laws? 


per EEE 


CCLXVIII. 
On the Miracle of the Multiplied Loaves. 


—— E here an eaſy feaſt that knows no wound, . 
That under hunger's tee h will needs be found * 
A ſubtle harveſt of unbounded bread, | 5 
What would ye more? Here food itſelf is fed. 


n - 
Ro on the cane. * 


Jow, Lord, or never, be believe on ee. _ 
. 
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CCLXX. 


From CArurlus. 


Weder not, Ryfus, that thy fancy'd charms 
Draw not a ſingle woman to thy arms; 
By dint of dreſs the bus'neſs is not done, 

A lady's favours are not that way won: 

Nor, tho' the diamond ſparkles in her eyes, 
Will tha ſecure the meditated prize. 

Wicked report does thy ſucceſ betray, 

Beneath thy arm: pit lurks the goat, they ſay; 
What woman, by a taſte ſo wretched led, 

Woul take the ſtinking brute into her bed ? 

Or kill the ſtench that greets their noſtrils thence, 
Or wonder not, the ladies take offence. 


2 * — — o 
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1 Prudent Pansen. 


8 M ftays at ban, reſoly'd his barns to fill, 

For when his chariot goes, his cart ſtands ſtill; 

And, ſince at onte he cannot both attend, 

Chuſes to ſetch his cats, and bilk his friend 4 / 
RS . .*x On 
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CCLXXII. 


On Bow. ine. 


Gon r people miſtake us for jonorant ſouls, 
When we cry, rub, or flee, to our innocent bowls 3 
But they are the fools, as you plainly may ſee, 
For the bowls are all made of /ignum vitæ. 


CCLXXIII. 
| The Cure of Ambition. 


T? curb th' ambitious, parſons preach, 

And ſtories poets feign ; 

And what they frame, and what they teach, 
Is all, alas! in vain! 


Oni dy 1 is yet i in ſtore, 


Which may the madmen ſave, 
Tell 'em that Brun/awick is no more, 


And ſhew them M illiam's grave. 
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CCLXXIV. 
SLUT (the Aram) Lust. 


Grown needs muſt be a'wrong to female fame, 
Since Slut and Luft lodge in one anagram: 
But, this you may conclude, if floth do hurt you, 
To be a 6 body is a virtue. 


4a. 


CCLAXV. 
A CoMPaRisoN, 


UICK-IS kr reports; that his wild brother Rand/r 
Hath lov'd a whore as a moth loves a candle. 


CCLXXVI. 
On a bad PAINTER, „d LGK 
- ABIUS, you ſay, is much inclin'd E 
Each cheek with tao much red to fill ; 


; His pieces only bluſh to find 
The painter draws their looks ſo ill. 


= 
Ot 


Collection of Epigrams. 


— 5 A 
2 2 5 9: 8 2 * = 8 | / / 
- — * Cs » & 8 SIP > 0 4 = 


2. 


' CCLXXVII. 


On a learned Device over the Great Gate at 
BLENHEIM. A buge Lyon tearing a 
Cock in Pieces. 


O” HERS their wit on paper oft have ſhown, 
Vanbrugh hews jeſts and humour out of ſtone. 
In emblems deeply skill'd, to Britain ſhows 

How Gallia bled, and Churchill beat his foes : 

dee! the fell Lyon does with vengeance glow, 

To fix his talons in the proſtrate foe, 

Arm'd with dire wrath, the coward cock to maul : 
Where is the builder's joke ? Go, ask the Gaul. 

Thy genius, Yan, was form'd no taſte to hit, 

Thy caſtle full as lumpiſh as thy wit. 


mw... 


CCLXXVIII., 
.On the Joe. | 


H- AD MarlProugy's troops in Gaut no better ſought, 
Than Yar, to grike his fame, in marble wrought, 
No mare in arms, than he in emblems, skilld, 


The Coch had drove the Hen from the field. 
) 
On 


a Collefion of. Epigrams. 


CCLXXIX. 


On Mr. BupGEeLi's Propeſal of publiſhing an 
Accurate Tranſlatiomof a Book which had 


been already tranſlated, 


ULNESS, good goddeſs, chanc'd to ſee, 
The product of a Bel Eſprit, 
Which clearly does the cauſes mention 
Of Roman grandeur and declenſſon, 
Pen'd in pure French fo very ſprightly, 
She judg'd *twould take; and judg'd it rightly. 


Quoth ſhe, ſo much I hate this nation, 
I'll damn this author in tranſlation : 
Then, to concert her purpoſe well, 

She haſten'd to Obliwior's cell; 
And found her moping over Jindal; 
For ſhe reads all who e 'er have been dull, 


Siſter, ſaid ſhe, you muſt befriend me, 
And ſome /pare blockbead quickly lend me; 
Lay by that old R lig.or- hater, 

And let me have your auf tranſlator : 
Some drudging foe to wit-and merit, 

Moſt fit to damp an author's ſpirit. 


Oblivion, ſmiling, ery'd, I have 


And one who, I can fafely wear, 


BY. ſuit your purpoſe to a hair; 
e is your darling, or I judg e Trad 
Here — Humdrum = — call. your rother Bat 


GRORCIA 
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The flow r of dunces in my cave, . s 
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CCLXXX. 


GEORGIA and CAROLINA. 


HILE yet, unripe, the glowing purpoſe lay, 
And conſcious filence, plann'd its op'ning way, 
Kind, o'er the riſing ſcheme, an angel hung, 
And breath'd this council, from a friendly tongue : 


To Britain's Qut xx unfold the dear deſign, 
Build Carolina's hopes on Caroline. . 
Her breaſt, by nature warm'd with pity's flame, 
Shall draw new motives from the kindred name. 
Hence, the charm'd vowels, into muſick bound ! 


For prophets hid this meaning in their ſound ! 


The guardian angel heard — that lives her gueſt, 
And holds his heav'n in Carolina's breaſt : 
« Learn'd, in the heart I watch (he cry'd) forbear — 
© The raſh miſtake would blaſt your fruitleſs pray'r. - 
* By her own honour, ever, leaſt inclin d, 
© To Carolina be a Georgia join'd ! 
Then ſhall both colonies ſure progreſs make, 
£ Endear'd to either for the other's ſake: 
Georgia ſhall Caroline s protection move: 
* And Carolina bloom in George's love. 


* 


CCLXXXI. 


On the LaureaT's Op E. 1732. 


LZ T there be light, th'Almighty ſaid, 
A blazing glory ſhines ; 
And ver the univerſe was ſpread, 
Except on — lines. 


Unaided by this grant we find 

Our bard, and thence 'tis plain, 
Chaos and darkneſs were aſſign'd 
To ſleep in C----z'"s brain. 


One ſpark of light receiv'd had he, 
We might, indeed, be ſure, 


The dulleſt Lawreat ne'er cou d be 
So palpably obſcure. 1 | x 

| Ye eriticks, then blame not the wight, E 
Nor let ill words be given; 
Since he has lent you all the light A 
A 


He e'er receiv'd from heav'n. 


CCLXXXII. 


ur liv'd Calliope ſo long a mad? i 
Becauſe ſhe had no dowry to te paid. 


On 


* 
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CCLXXIIII.“ 


On a very handſome Lady that was blind, 


1 beauteous Flavia heav'n deprives of ſight, 

To view thoſe charms that give the world N 
Let not her heart, inſpir'd with grief, br 
Had ſhe beheld her form, ſhe had been vain ; - 
One ſenſe, in pure compaſſion, heav'n denies, 
And, to ſecure her virtue, dims her eyes. 


On a brave, but covetous General, 


& % 


TY narrow, or aſpiring thoughts, throw by; * 
Can one ſo humbly creep, and aim ſo hight _ 
Brave is the warrior's arm, his ſword is bold ! 85 | 
But, like thy fauchion, do not graſp thy gold ; 
Acting a hero's, and a cowards part: A 
Abroad all ſoul w— at home without a heart! 
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CCLXXXV. 


On a decayd BRAUur r. 


VIA. with ev'ry grace adorn'd, 
.: Blooming. in all her pride, 
Each youth and fondeſt lover ſcorn'd, 
Who for her beauties dy'd. 


When, now arriv'd.at fifty - nine, 


Love's gentle flame ſhe tries, 
And, as ſhe finds her charms decline, 
She feels her paſſion riſe.! 


Thus oaks, a hundred winters told, 
Juſt as they now expire, 

Turn touchwood, doated, grey, and old, 
And at each SpA Rx take fire! 
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CCLXXXVI. 


ReTinue, 


We: has not bread, more than he needs, bent 


Forbear to keep a dog to eat the cruſt; 


N = Os 


as 1 a 


— Pm» MH Y OG SY Boo % ela 


o 


Collection of Epigrams. 


CCLXXXVIL 


On an eminent Scotch PoE and BRRBER. 


avs Ramſay to Phæbus, My lord, I muſt tell ye, 
The fame that you lend us, fills no body's belly 
'Tis a diet, like gruel, ſcarce keeps us alive, 
On which fifty grow lean, for a dozen who thrive: * 
Our bays, tho“ immortal, and laurels to boot, 
Will ſcarce give us credit enough for a ſuit ; 
The ſatires we write are eſteem' d but as dirt, 
And a tragedy hardly will buy us a ſnir t:: 
Our ſongs and our ſonnets are valu' d leſs high, 
Which'a hundred will hum, for a couple who buy. 
Since therefore our plays, our epiſtles, and odes, 
Neither find us proviſions, nor furniſh abodes, 
Your poet's requeſt you no longer will blame, 
Of a little more wealth, and a little leſs fame! 
If I turn a miechanick, let rhyming alone, 
And part with my muſe, for a razor and hone ; 
And, finding your promiſes courtly and vain, 
Retrieve with my hand what I've loſt by my brain. 


* * a 
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CUCLAEXNVUL. 1 


LIO, who values nothing that's withing *” © '' 9 


Buys books, like beavers only for their Sus. 
oe Goh 0 2 From 
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From the GREEK. 


2 in my youth, and now, when age appears, 
Wealthy, I bend beneath the load of years: 
Harſh the decrees of my too cruel fate, 

. Wretched alike, and curs'd in either ſtate: | 
While I had poi to x/ſe —— means were deny'd, 
And now, that pow'r is loſt — are they ſupply d. 


ccxc. 


Ar virtue's always in thy mouth, how can 
It e' er have time to reach thy heart, vain man? 


— 


2 


CC XI. 
Long and Short LIr rz. 


* 
my ** 


IRCLES are prais'd, not that abound 
C1 In largeneſs, but th' exactly round: 
So, life we praiſe, that does excel, 
Not in much time, but acting well. 


* % 
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A Collection of Epigrains. 


On fu Gains 3 by her Majeſty. 


TEN. virtue reigns, to Iiberty a friend, [mend; 
Men read with judgment, and with taſte com- 

Fond to be wiſe, ambitious, ſome explore, 
Newton's amazing depths, untry'd before, 8 
And dig with pleaſure, in ſo rich an ore; 
Vol ſton inſtructs an unattentive age, 
And teaches virtue in familiar page. 8 
By Locke aſſiſted, the enquiring fe v, þ 


-— —_ 


The darker paths of reaſon dare purſue, 

And, ere they judge, on ev'ry fide they view: 
They know impoſture in a ſhrewd diſguiſe, 

And owe to Locke, that reading makes them wile. 
When ſome forbidden heights advent᷑ rous try, 
And, ſelf-ſufficient, into nature pry, | 
Chaſtiz'd by Clarke, their thoughtleſs pride mult _ 
And each deceiving cavil quit the field, 
While words, like his, prevailing light convey, 


Their glimmering ſenſe improves to perfect day. 


ES 
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- 
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ccxcm. 


| Wax ſtill fears the end; 
er pra perer ſtill Loper his game will mend. 


O 3 On 


—— — 


- — 


— 


3 _ 
—— — — . — 
— — 1 


OBS —Ü— — n — — — - i 


— 


— 


But ne'er pious chriſtian, that ever.I read, 


A Collection of Epigrams., 


On oe married io 4 crooked Woman. 


* put to his ſhifts,. and thinking what courſe. 
He might take, to live rather better than worſe, 
Moſt gravely concluded, to try if a wife 

Would add any comfort or joy to his life : 


But Cupid reſolving a ſly. trick to ſhow, 


Inſtead of a wife, it ſeems, gave him his bow: 

He thankfully took it, and vow'd to the god, 

He'd marry the preſent, becauſe it was odd ; , |, 
And ſaid, when bis lady-bow happen' d to „ U 
He hop d, in requital, to ſend him an . 
The primitive martyrs, who ſuffer'd of old, 

Did patiently carry their croſſes, we re told; 


Was ſo fond of his croſs, as to take it to bed. ba 
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Ccxcv. 


"Rt CHES. 


AMMON'« grown rich, does A of that ? 
As well the ſalled ox may boaſt he's Fat. 


On 


A Collection of Epigtams: 


CCXCVI. 
On MAROARETTA. 
W nERE-E'ER the Tuſcan ſpreads her vocal charms, 
Our eyes defend our ears from ſoothing harms 3- 


Her ſteps deliver whom her ftrains-enſlave,  _ 
She trills to conquer, and ſhe treads to ſave. 


A 


— 


CCXCVII. 
wa man and woman die, as poets ſung, 
His hear?'s the laſt part moves, her laſt, the tongue. 


A = 2 2 << - 
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ccxcvim. 
On the Derivation of the Word Nxws. 


Tux word explains itſelf, without the muſe, 


And the four letters ſpeak from whence comes New: > 


From North, Eaft, Weft, South, the ſolution's made, 
Each quarter gives accounts of war and trade. 


04 2. 


A Collection of Epigrams. 


CCXCIX. 
To a dull Writer of EpITA PRS. 


RIEF ſhould have turn'd thee to a ſtone, 


Ere thou hadſt learnt to write on one } 
+ For, fince polls not thy friend, | 
Like Niobe's ſhould be thy end. 
CCC. 
xs. lawyer's houſe, if I have rightly read,. 
Is built upon the fool or madman's head. 
CCI. 11 


On a BuiLDER, 


_ Bromio only liv'd two ſummer's more, 
| (Dying befare he reach'd his ſecond floor), 
He then had been ſo happy to behold - | 
Hi ſeat quite built — and his laſt manor ſold; | 


7 


A Cullection of Epigrams. \ 


A* Quakers, dear Fabia, why ſo wroth? 


Juſt the ſame principle directs you both; | 
Juſt the ſame practice (and you'll ne'er forſake it) | 
Never to give the thing, but let us take it. | 


— 


| . III. I 
On the Mortmain Bill, 


1 reſtrain dying fools from defrauding their heirs, 

To ev'ry good churehman, moſt impious-appears 3 

And hard on the church it muſt ſarely be thought; "22 
For who, in their ſenſes, would give them a groat?” _ | 
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Cate of late, extreme long Bel. 8 15 
. reaſon is, Calvuus has loſt his hair, 
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Collection of Epigrams. 


- On 4 Perſon who hoe 4 Coach in the Wilds 


of Kent, 


Ls horſes, with Elijab's may compare, 
For, if he drives, it muſt be through the 4 
Or, if his j jennets draw him chrough the mire, 
They muſt be,. like the prophet's, made of fire. 


— — 


-CCCVL. 
Another, 


Ede feeds have qualities unlike his wife's, - 
Tbeſe draw their maſter, but the other drives,. 


Who, tho' her virtue Will ſo often quotes, 


Deſerves her chaiſe much deſs than they their oats. 


—— 


1 * 


- ECCVII. 


W uA death puts out our flame, the ſnuff will tell 


If. we were wax or tallew, by the ſmell. ; 


A Colletfion-of Epigrams: | 


Che 


CCCVNL. 
o 4 Ine LISRART. 


W 1TH eyes of wonder, the gay ſhelves behold | 
Poets, all rags alive, now clad in gold. 

In life and death, ane common fate they ſhare,. 

And on their backs lil! all their riches wear. 


1 
| 
| 
| 


T' OP ASS the root? 
And love grows firmer for ſome blafts of doubt: 


-7ECCX, 1 — 
© RA ” 3 N 
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A s-Giron lately in the temple fat, | 
(Tho! that's a place he comes but ſeldom at}, © A 
He heard the mob diſcourſing in the porch 3, | 
Pray neighbours (he cries.ou:}- don't tall in church, 
Now, wou'd you know why he reprov'd the crowd, 


*T'was cauſe he could not ſleep, they talk'd fo loud. 
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A collection of Epigrams. 


Ts Calin, ved as c Bean 


ELIA, thou faireſt of the fair,. fa 
Thoſe eyes ſuch pointed arrows bear, 1 VV 
To dart defiance round | | : 
Thus to go arm rm'd, in you, is vain, 
Whoſe very frown, or cold diſdain, 4 
f Can kill, without a wound. 


„% 


Then be not, Celia, thus diſgrac d, 
Let ſwords on fitter limbs be plac'd, 
From ſuch rough acts deſiſt: 
Unarmed, you can conquer more; 
Nor can great Mar, with all his pow't,, 


Your naked force reſiſt. 
— — —äẽ h ͤä œÜ— — 
coo 
* Woutn, | 
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nan man es nds; Gov Ga As with_es 
And ſo ſhe prov'd, for ſhe he'd to undo him. 
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CCCXIII. 


On the Five Buſto's erefied by. ber. Majeſty in 
the Hermitage. al Richmond. 


pn on the liſt of fame while Newton ſtands, 
Whoſe ſpreading beams enlighten foreign lands 
Whoſe piercing genius cou'd alone explore 

Nature's deep ſecrets, unreveal'd before ; _ 

And, on advyent'rous wing tranſported, trace 

The ſtarry wonders of th' etherial {pace : 

While Locke, with native force of reaſon, charms, 
And Woolafton, by ſtrokes of nature, warms : 

While piety and learning both conſpire 


In Clarke, to fan religion's ſacred fire; . 


Whoſe milder rules, to ſouls by paſſion driven, 
Still kindly point the certain road to heav'n: 


While Ae whoſe philoſonkick ave condd. mm, 
The myſtick lines of nature's various face, 


Shall, like the ſun, diffuſive beams impart, -..- + 


Inlight ning all the mazy wild of art; 

So long, illuſtrious Qucen / ſhalt thou receive 

The choiceſt honours that the muſe can give. 
I VAVG. 515% WF": 
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Our 2. 
Raiſes thoſe heads which cannot eat. 


J Collection of Epigrams, - 
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CCCXIV. 


Lud the living genius fed, 


And rais'd the ſcientifick head; 
more frugal of her meat, 


To 


CCCXY. 
Aufwered. 


O0 jos 2—. more anxious to be juſt, 
T 


han flatter'd, rears the living buſt 
choſen ſpirits, learned tribe! 


Whom, Lowis like, ſhe cannot bribe. 


1 , . 
V 6 | 
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Cccxvl. 
e the Snail. 
1 with a pace like thine wou'd my pen go! f 
And. fine like that, like that let it be .. 


Collection of  Epigrams. © 


CCCXVII. 
The Carter turn d Logician. 


LES FOLT, as ſleeping in his cart he lay, 
Some pil fring villains ſtole his team away; 
Giles wakes, and cries— © What's here? a dickins, what: 
Why, how now! — Am I Gil? or am I not? 
If he, I've loſt ſix geldings, to my ſmart; 
If not, — oddsbuddikens, I've found a cart. 


a_ 
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CCCXVIII. 
On our imitating the French. 


Goon formal apes endeavour all they can, 8 


With their grave whims to be as wiſe as man: 


Pariſian fops, the like affected ſeem, 
To have a face, an air, a tail like them. 
From whom our taſte thus only diſagrees, 


Theſe mimick apes, and we but mimicle theſe. 


- 


A Collection of Epigrams 


5 2er 8 


On a Ladys Weeping on hearing the Fair 
' PENITENT read. 


6 hapleſs fate, her guilty flame, 
And peace of mind, exchang'd for endleſs ſhame ; 

In deep attention fix d whilſt Myra hears : — 

Behold the tender maid diſſolv'd in tears 

See, o'er her crimſon cheeks, how faſt they flow 1 

Which look like morning roſes, wet with dew, _ 
Not ſo th” ill-natur'd prude — with haughty mind 

She triumphs in the faults of womankind : 

Exults with joy to hear of nymphs betray d; 

And bleſſes heav'n, that ſhe has never ſtray d. 

Far other motions felt thy gentle heart, 

In the fall'n fair's diſtreſs you bear a part, 

With ſympatketick tears lament her woe, 

{Tears which from innocence, and nature, flow) 

And grieve that beauty, bright as thine, ſhould prove 

A prey to looſe defire, and guilty love. 

O!]! may this {ad example warn the fair, 

Of man, falſe man, with caution to beware. 

And, O! may'& thou, thou charming maid Wannen 

To keep thy ſoul a ſtranger to offence 5 

To fly betimes the firſt approach of ill, 

And let thy duty dictate to thy will; 

So ſhalt thou wiſely ſhun the fatal ſnare, 

k Nor want that pity which thou ſhew'ſt to her. 


7. 


* 


70 the Lady T.-nk-rv-lle, on ber reading 


Sherlock on DEAT R. 


* By the E.— of "+. adds, 


M“ garn fair, lay Sherlock by, 
His doctrine is deceiving, 

For, whilſt he teaches us to die, 
He cheats us. of. our. living. 


To die 's a leſſon we ſhall know 
Too ſoon, without a maſter ; 

Then let us only ſtudy now 
How we may live the taſter, 


4 


Tolive, was fot, to bleſs, be bleſs'd*+. 
With mutual inclination z +» 

Share then my ardour in your breaſt, ' 
And kindly meet my paſſion. 


But if thus bleſs'd, I may not live, | 
And pity you deny, | 

To me, at leaſt, your Sherlack give, 
*Tis 1 muſt learn to die. 
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4 Collection of Epigrams. 
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A*Calliftion of Epigrams, 


CCCXXI. 
uri in 1 72 87. 


= 


ö 
1 ˙ genius's one age . nation grace: 
Pride of our iſles, and boaſt of human race! 
Great ſage ! great bard ! ſupreme in knowledge ! born 
The world to mend, enlighter, and adorn! 
Truth on C;mmerian darkneſs pours the day * 
Wit drives in ſmiles the gloom of minds away! 
Ye. kindred ſuns on higb, ye glorious ſphercs,. 
Whom have you ſeen in twice three thauſand years, 
Whom have ye ſeen like theſe, of mortal birth, 
Tho' Archimedes and Horace, bleſs'd the earth? 
Barbarians, from th” equator to the poles 
Hark ! :reafon calls ! wiſdom. awakes your ſouls ! 
Ve regions ignorant af Ha{ole's name, 
Ye .climes where kings ſhall. ne er extend their fame: - 
Where men, miſcali'd, God's image have defac d, 
Their form bely d, and human ſhape diſgrac'd ! 
Ye two; leg d wolves ! ſlaves ſuperflition's ſons! - 


Lords | foldiers } holy Vandulr / modern Hun ! 


Bors ! muſties ! monks ! in Ruſſia, Turky, Spain ' 
Who does not Know Sin Isa Ac,“ and the DRAN. . 


„ Newton . Swift. 
— OF - 
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Collection of Epigrams. 
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CCCXXII. 


On Dean Swi1r T's aſſerting the Superiority of 


the Antients over the Moderns. ©. 
= 


Wär the dean, with more wit than man ever 
wanted, 


Or, at leaſt, more than heaven to man ever granted, 
Endeavours to prove how the antients, in knowledge, 


Have excell'd our adepts of each modern college; 


How by heroes of old our chiefs are ſurpaſs'd, 

In each uſeful ſcience, true learning, and taſte: 
While thus he behaves with more courage than manners» 
And fights for the foe, deſerting our banners: 

While Bentley, and Wotton, our champions, he foils 3 
And wants neither Temple's aſſiſtance, nor Boyles; 

In ſpite of his learning, ſine reaſon, and ſtyle, 
(Wou'd you think it?) he favours our cauſe all the while; 
We raiſe by his conqueſt our glory the higher, 
And from a defeat to a triumph aſpire ! | 
Our great brother Modern, the boaſt of our days, 
Unconſcious, has gain'd for our party the bays ; 

St. James's old authors, ſo fam'd on each ſhelf, 

Are vanquiſh'd by what he has written himſelf. 


® Vide Battle of the. Books in St. James's Libra. 
r wur 


Collection of Epigrams. 


CCCXXIII. 


W HAT do ſcholars, and bards, and philoſophers wiſe, 

| Mean by ſtuffing one head with ſuch nonſenſe 
and lyes! 

By telling us Yenus muſt ahrays appear 
In a carr, or a ſhell, or a twinkling flar ! 
Drawn by ſparrows, or ſwans, or dolphins, or doves, 
And. attended, in form, by the graces and loves!“ 
That ambroſia and neQar is all ſhe will taſte; 
And a paſſport to hearts, is a belt to her waiſt ! 


FR 


Without all this trouble, L ſaw the bright dame; 
To ſupper laſt night to Pu/tney's ſhe came, 
In a good warm ſedan ;. no fine open carr ;. 
Two chairmen. her doves, and a flambeau her ſtar: 
No nectar ſhe drank, no ambroſia ſhe eat, 
Her cuy was plain claret, and chicken her meat. 
Nor wanted ſhe ceſtus her boſom to grace, 
Far Richmond. that night had lent her her face. 


CCCXXIV. 
PROMuISESs. 


WES promiſe ſoon, but to perform are long: 
Lord ſend their purſe-ſtrings ty'd but to their tongue, 
Te 
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A. Colleckion of Epigrams. 


' CCCXXV, 
On the Death of Colonel Joan Lirzonxx. 


3 uud foi bang de becauſe,, *'” 
To fave much miſchief,. it no /oarer was... | 

Is Jobn departed ? and is Lilburne gone? 

Farewel to both, to Lilburne, and to Fobn ! 

Yet, being gone, take this advice from me,. 

Let them not both in one grave bury'd be ;; 

Here lay je John; lay Lilburze thereabout, 

For, if they both ſhou'd meer, they wou'd fall out; 
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CCCXXVI.. 

On 4 SHREW, . 1 
rr ER ſome chreeſcore years of caterwawling- 
Here lies a ſhrew, ſtopt from above-ground bawling. 

Tho! ill ſhe liv'd, I dare not read her doom; | 

But, ſure, go where ſhe will, ſhe's troubleſome. . 

I wiſh her, in revenge, among the bleſt :* 

For ſhe'd as lief be damn'd, as be at reſt: * 

What will become of her, now hence ſhe's . * 

Ell will not bear with, her, nor r ſhe with Hewo ws 


Prazana, 


* , 
4 
3 

. 

1 

= 
4 

1 
2 
* 
C 

ug 

Vi 


euro te 
2 = 


22 — — — r . 
- ö P — , 


i GE 9 - 
— 


4 Collection of Epigrams. 


— r ay, — . 51 \ | 
{2 98 = 2% - T% 4 * 8 £ IE of - 
Ty ns y Cob Ser 228 


2 — 


CCCXXVII. 
PRAYERS. 


LAUT wou'd thrive, and therefore does obey 
God's laws, and ſhuts up ſhop each holy-day ; 
Plaufus wou'd proſper in his home affairs, 


And therefore dares not miſs domeſtick pray'rs : 


Plauſus is in law-ſuits, ſo muſt be ty'd 

To morning pray'rs, untill his cauſe be try'd :' 
Plauſus begins to loath a fingle life, 

And therefore prays for a rich portion'd wife : 
Plauſus ſtill pra) s for profit or applauſe ; - 
Plauſus will never pray without a cauſe. 


—_—_— 
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CCcxXVIII. 
LIE. 


ux liſe is nothing but a winter's day 3 
Some only break their , and ſo away: 


| Others ſtay dinner, and depart full ſed; 
The deepeſt age but /ups, and goes to bed: 


He's moſt in debt, that lingers out the day ; be 1566 * 


| Who. dies beumes, has leſs and leſs to pay, 
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CCCXXIX. 


On AbSsALOM and SAMSON. 


"RO" Sampſon's want, and thy exceſs of hair, 
He loſt his life on earth, thou in the air; 
His thoughts were too depreſji d, thine ſoar' d too highs - 
As mortals we, ſo oftentimes they die. 


* mg 
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. CCCXXX.. 


On SEMPRONTA:. 


Hs chaſte FORTS b not how t eſcapo . 
Th' inevitable danger of a rape: 

Cruel Sempronia draws her haſty knife, . / 
And wou' d relieve her chaſtiꝶ with 2 N 
Doubtful Sempronia knows not what s 5 
he cannot keep the ane, and t other too: — * 
Sempronia s in a ſtrait; one eye is finBt 
O th' ſeventh commandment, t'other on the ſixth z 
To what extremes is poor Sextpronza driven! 
Is not Sempronia left at /ix and ſeven ?. N 
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cccxxxi. 
Br ar, ry 


From Sir Thouas Mok. 


44 17 


FF evils come not, then our fears ET | 
And, if they de, fear but augments the pain. 


ECCXXAII 
5 


Exasmus's Excusx to. Sir T homas More, 
fer detaining bis Horſe, ; 


Fig che Lris. 
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x the body in 4 1 8 20 
Tho? ne'er ſeen, what you fajd,. 
Jelieve you receive, you receice it: 
Of your nag, I maintain, | 
II. you ne'er ſee t again, . 
Believe that you have, and you ave it. 


e * 
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A Collettion of Epigrams. 


Su. 

On George Faulkner's promiſing to have the 
= $1: Patriell's Effietes prefix d lo the 
new. Edilion of bis Works, FS a Copper 
Plale done ly MF. Yardage? een 


$2) „o lovin 5 * 


TÞ a li tle dark room, at che back of the Mop. 00. 
Where poęts and <xiticks have din d on a chop, 
Poor Raulinen ſat muſing alone thus of late: 
* Two volumes ate done >» It is time far rg 
© Yes, time, tobe ſure But on whom ſhall I call, 
* To expreſs the great Sw 1 in a compaſs, 00 mall? 
Faith Fextue ſhall do it — I'm pleas d at the thought: 
_ © Belg coſt what it will, the copper is bought. 
8 Arol Lo Oer heard (who, as ſome people gueſs, 
Had a hand in the work, and corredted the preſs) _ 
And, pleas'd, he reply d, Honeſt George, you are right, 
* The thought was my oon, hope er you came by t; 
For, tho' both the wit and the ſtyle is my gift, 
** fem cee a W EY JA 


" * 
1 


— N * G PE: © up 241 g 

n 7 . 17 
c. > 266.3 

- 110 ''Fots: zil gun A th 5H 

on die % ; ant eiz' 107 yh 1 


H is great talk of Turk, SAR — I 
Still find my neighbour my worſt enemy. 


* Vor. II. | Q : On 
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'A Collection of Epigrams. 


On a Lady ſurpriaed by a ſudden Storm. 
ux bright diſpenſer of the beauteous day, 
Who once this world unzival'd cou'd ſurvey, 
Look'd from the ſummit of che sky, to ſee 
Which was moſt gay, or glorious, You, or He: 
Too ſoon convine'd, behind thick gloomy clouds, 
His yielding rays he baſhfully inſhrouds ; 
Where, vext his utmoſt excellence to find ' 
Tranſcended thus, by one of human kind, 
Through rage and ſorrow, his cœleſtial pow'rs 
Bluſter'd in winds, and wept in falling wr, 
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H pamphlet doth in proſe preſent 
Unto his patron, fruits of idle time: 
My lord, who ſaw how ill his pains were ſpent, 
Return'd, and bid him give it him in rhyme : 
He did, and brought it at another ſeaſon ; 
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CCOXXXVII. 
The Harry PAIR, 


WW? ſays my lord and lady diſagree? 

A pair more like, in all things, cannot be: 
My lord, indeed, will damn the marriage chain; 
My lady wiſhes it unloos d again. 


Ever with rakes, my lord is ne'er at home 8 
Ever engag d, my lady likes his room: | 
He ſwears his boy is not his real ſon ; 

My lady thinks it is not all his own. 


He'll have a ſep rate bed tis her deſire. 
Sheets warm'd, bed made, the ſmiling pair retire; 
The cauſe, tho hidden, yet the ſame their want, 
He ſends for miſs, and ſhe for her gallant. 


IT union then makes bleſs'd the marriage life, 
The ſame the husband, and the ſame the wife 3 
If in two breaſts, one mind gives joy fincere, 
What two more happy than this courtly pair ? 


"= Os 


c cn. 


On the Brax 8 OPERA, 

ar Jack, when he lately an opera writ, 
Introdue'd à lean beggar, and call'd him @ wit; 

| Safe, himſelf; from the joke, As more heavily made, 
And too plump, to be taken for one of chat trade. 
What a wag now were Fact, had he only foreſeen 
There are beggars, who neither have wit, nor are lean ? 
For example, a poet, who borrows his brains, 
Is a very poor beggar, tho' fleſtid with his gains. 
Yet the wits, Fat# is arch on, incline to forgive; 
Since his mercifut muſe bids the highwayman live: 
But, as /ex talionis is taught in their ſchool, | | 
And who pardons a rogue, ought to hang up a fool ; 
Let him now, to poetical juſtice give way; 

Aud, in lieu of Mac-Heath, only tuck up Mac. O. 
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"DePeNDENCY,; 


T N E aſs that carries me, I'd rather ride, 
Than the proud horſe that 2hrows me quite beſide, 


The 


A Cyilecrion off Epigrams. 


The Miszx. 


PINCH poſſeſſing Yeads of wealth, 
Lives miſerably poor; 
He fays, tis to preſerve his health, 
But means by it, his ſtore. 
Let Freeman but the wretch invite, 


To dine on good cheat, 'gratis, e 
Then he will gorge, like half-ſtary'4 wight, - ' 


And cram his nunquam ſatis. 
— ; "NT x e 
— — 1 wy ks... 5 EF: 
On. Lucan... f 


A. fam'd muſe did find a dif rent fate, 
He gain'd Auguſtus love; you, Nero's hate; 


A prince's cr, than a prince's love. 


Q3 On 


A Colletfion of Epigrims 


On a Painters bringing bome @ Stex 16 4 
Citizen.. 
L xD ! cries the cit, the painter's mad 
I faid a croſs ; and not a head: 
A croſs, I own, (ſays he) you ſaid, 
The greateſt too, that could be made + 
"Tis here—— for, Sir, upon my life,, 
I know no greater than my wiſe. 


— — — 


CCCXILIII. 
On Her Majeſty, in ber Gnor ro. 


N*. more by enſign ns, than ſelect abode, 
Diſtinguiſh'd. are 3 goddeſs, and each god. 
In Paphos iſle doth Cytherea dwell. 

Neptune and Thetis, in their watry cell ; 

High on, Oùmpu top fits ſceptred Fove 3 

And Britaig's PALL as in her green alcove. 


CounTsSHips 


A Culliction of Epigrams. 


CourTSHIP.. 


8 months, quoth Sim, a wooer, and not ſped T 
I in fix days did mine both wooe and wed : 

But the green virgin fruit needs time to ſhake, . 

Thine was ſome d*wnſal, I dare undertake. 


— 


SCOTLAND. 
pures rt. that, whareloe'er they roam, 
If ſlain, they reach again their native home: 


If ev'ry nation held: this maxim right, .Y 
Not Mig; N would — — icht. 


» F 
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cccxl vil. 


8 Hzaven and Hei, 


7 Heaven's eall'd. the place where angele dwell, 
The purſe that wants them, may he called bell. 


Q4 Lovs- 


A Collection of Epigrams. 


CCCXLVII. 
Lovz. 
8 who's in We if I have any Kin, 


> leel. 


Docs WY ſhe knows not ys. Yeh knows what he 


cx. 


wW HEN patriots ſtrike at palace, or at ſteeple, 
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By them depos'd, when, ſlaves to their own . 
They break weinten _ and govern i ill. 


2.0. ©- 2%0- BF : 


Like beaſts of burden, now once more regarded, 
And, with a double Ibach, che ir backs rewarded. 


The cauſe of liberty, religion, laws; 


But Nor x, protector, calbd it Magua E 


1 


Thus gen'ral No L eſpousd the people's cauſe, 


Dear, antient rights, fecar'd by Magna Charts ; z 


They beg the kelp ef all good chriſtian people 3 
Whoſe virtue, ſenſe, and pow'r, are highly prais'd ; 


For, and by them; 5 


When, ins cajo'd, they ro done their 5 job, 
Pow'r, ſenſe, and virtue gone, they 're chang d to mob⸗ 


1 Aol: 


1 1 


- 
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On a Conlen T7 © 


5 peu at a cobler | 's door oft'made a ſtand, zun F 
And always found him on the ##ding hand: 
At laſt came death, in very dirty weather, k FI (1 LEM 0 
And ript the fat quite from the aper leather : - = 
Death put a trick upon him, and, ak ws er. 

The cobler call'd for awwt;' death . his oY 


2 921 —— — SI Gets Aa atlas < b4 5 
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ou kicker, read, — pee friend 3 SE 
And here behold a,cobler's nd; 
An honeſt cobler, whom kind r. 


Seeing worn out, wou'd needs tranſlate? : 

Good foul, who wou'd, when time has been, «dhe 

Well liquor'd, wade thro' thick and thin: | | 
Longer in length his life had gone, + op. Rt 
But that he had no /a/? ſo long. £274" $4 

O mighty death! whoſe dart cou'd kill 

The artiſt who made /oals at will! 


4 Collection of Epigrams: 


On being expel d a Lady's Company. 


12 Adam look'd, when from the garden driv'n,. 
And thus diſputed arders ſent from heav'n ; ' 
Like him I go, tho' to depart I'm lath 

Like him I go, far angels drive us bath. __ 
Hard was his fate, but mine Gill more unkind ; - 
His Zus went with him, Jones tarde | 


I pai HR. W 


CCCLIL. 
Oz the Frontiſpiece to tbe Duxc1AaD;. 


DALLAS, for wiſdom, prizd her fav'rite owl ; 

_ Pope, for its dulneſs, choſe the felf-fame fowt : 
a Which ſhall we praiſe, or which halt we deſpiſe > | 
If Pope is witty, Pallas is. not wiſe!” 

Let criticks clear the doubt ah ! cou 4 we fee: 

That Pope and Pallas cou'd but once agree; 

That mortal wits wou'd think like thoſe above, 

The bards of Britain, like the child of ove. 


% 


MARTIAL» 


—_ 


4 Collection of Epigrams: 


Maxer az: Lib 1 Epig, £6: 


Sheer you, whom all the world admires, 
Wou'd know what your poor friend requires 3; 
Some little ſpot of earth he prays, 

To paſs incognito his days. 41. 

Who'd bear the noiſy pomp of ſtate, 


por 


Or crowd, of clients at his gate? 


That might, in his own fields and wgod;. 

Find his diverſion, and his food; © 

His ponds with various fiſhes ſtor d, 

The bees for him their honey hoard 3 - | F 
A nut-hrown laſs,, both kind and neat,, ; 
To make his bed, and dreſs his meat, 
He that hates me, or likes not this, 
May he ne'er taſte ſo ſweet a bliſs; 
Still ſtay behind, and rot in town, 


Ts Mifre/ Mutable.. 


ows'zn you may for beauty bear the belt; 
Yet, ever to ring changes, ſounds not well. 


On the DEATH, of the late QUERn, 


** ſoon frail royalty is der! 
That fame - deluded monarchs b, 
To- day their greatneſs we ado re 
To- morrow Nr on welt n 


9 


How near oblivion to renown | 1 Tet 

The end of glory to its bloom! , - ®- 

The altar, where ſhe took her crown, - © 
Cloſe to the ſpot, that. boaſts her tomb! 


Thus ſtate and majeſty are loſt, = 5 
And death recruits its empty urns: 
Thus the vain pomp, the mighty boaſt, 
To filence, and the ſhade, returns. 


mn - 
— 
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cccl vr. 5 
The Man of Knowledge. 


2's like a luſty ſoil, who's moiſture fveds, 
If not a x werld of . a world of weeds, 


KtssBs. 


A. Colleftion- of Epigrams. 


CCCLYVII. 


75 Kiss xs. 3 | 


5 


Ke prologues, which fore: run ths. : 
A greater action to be done: "0 ai a, Ire 
And, to a hungry lover's, taſte, e 
Are invitations, , not the feaſt. 


cecLynt. ” WY at 
On Ring Hewzy vill. 


+ 4 Ja a 4 2 


Initated fo from the Spaniſh of Lopez de Vega. 


Her. thy fame I hens Aloe 
Which, by apoſtaſy and luſt. 
In obloquy lies buried more, 
Than in this i thy duſt. r 


How, with thy grandeur, I demand, 
Beguiled Britain, will it ſtand, 
When, at a woman's feet, "tis ſaid, 
Your 2 was the church's head 0. 


OW 


Collectibu of Epigrams. 


CCCLIX, 


On the DzaTH of the late Kix. 


E and peace reſtor d, each ſea his o 
EZuropeès proud ſtates all bending to his throne. 
Auſtria reduè d and humbled haughty Spain 
Forc'd to reſign her title to the main 

Heria's power by her own forts enſlav d, 

Philip repuls'd, Gibraltar nobly ſav d! 

What cou'd he more ſolicit of the sky! 
——- Juſt in the fulneſs of his fame, to die. 
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. 
On Con vLrus GAros. 


Poet, and a traitor, is ſuch news, 
Mercuries and Diurnals do not uſe, 
Gallus a traitor ! gallows a reward ! 
But, ſure, Auguſtus did not prove ſo hard; 
They put him to a nobler death, we hope, 
Poets ſhould live by lines, not die by th rope. 


A Colleftimn of Epigrams, 


On a Moxk. 


From BUCHANAN. 


wy _ each night, are ſcorch'd in Nevie's 


How can ſhe ſwear a monk her daughter's fire ; 
Amidſt the throng that her kind fayours boaſt, 
The father, ſure, muſt be unknown and loſt. 
But, for the truth, th experienc'd mother truſt, 
| She knew him by his fierce and ſtronger luſt. 
— Not one fond lover in the numꝰ rous lift, 
Preſt with that paſſion, with that axdour kiſt. 
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CcclLxI. 
Upon a Lady's writing in Characters. 


BELINDA ſighs for Serepbon, and wou'd ſhow it, 
By writing thus, that none but he may know it: 

So, while in characters ſhe tells her mind, | 

Love makes not him, or her, but others, blind. 


Bzavrr. 


CY 
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Collection of Epigrams. 


CCCLXUIL. 
Braurv. 


B brags \' "as s ebanty, and cin prove the ſame: 
As how ? why, thus, fir, — tis ber puppy's name. 


_ Py „* 8 Ms. 
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CCCLXIV... i jan 


Wrote' a, a Window in the es Rom at 
: Scarborough. 


By che reer ai 


255 


8 


LC, aniline whenla dais Bivy more, 


You ask me, madam, which I moſt approve ? 
"The lively 1575; the graceful 7harexers gz 
The weakeſt ſtrong enough to ſeize our hearts. a 
Themſelves, like fnends, their Jival talents ſee, 
And both, to xield the preference, agree. 

In taſte we're guided, not by truth; but, ſince 
Compariſon's too apt to give offence, | 
"Tis hardly ſaſe to ſplit the difference. 

Yet, truth may ſay, and "tis a wrong to neither, 
We're beſt delighted when they” re both together. 


_ * Miſs Famy Dalfor. þ Miſs D 49. 
| Wrote 


Ls 


A Cullection of Epigrams. 


Wrote underneath the Foregoing, 


60 2 happy cou'd I be with either, 

& Were t' other dear charmer away!“ 
Thus rightly 'twas expreſt by honeſt Gay. 

But Cibber, loth ſuch beauteous forms to ſever, 
Has wiſely choſe to ſtitch them both together. 


—__— — — — 
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CCCLXVI. 
To the Poet-Laureat, at Scarborough. 


7 HEN  Dokia's praiſe, and Darcia's you rehearſe, 
The limping fair ones hobble in thy verſs ; ut 
Nor /wvely this, nor that the graceful, ſniness 
No life, no grace, is ſhadow'd by ſuch lines. 
Thy crazy muſe, unfit for praiſe, ot ſatire, 
Nor ſack to ſtrength reſtores, nor, Scarb"rough water; 
There, as in town, in rhyme-tag'd proſe, call'd ſong, 
Thy vein of muddy fancy creeps along. . 
Be not fo laviſh of diſcordant rhyme, 
Nor claim our ſcorn before the proper time; 
To dulneſs and contempt, thy title clear, 
By Odes, ſtands well aſſerted twice a year. 


T N = 
” 


A Colleftion of Epigrams. 


CCCLXVII.. 


0 worſt writes epigrams, and be · des the year, 
Once, quoth At all, ſhall the laurel wear 3. 

I. hop'd his godſhip then would not be ſorry at, 

Who cou d nos aurite or read, if next were-laureat. 

He ſwore to the propoſal to ſubmit ; 

But, ſmiling, faid, — Can ye. be better fit ? 


»„— — — * 


CCCLXVIII. 
On the Liberty of che PR E88. 

7 good queen Auna's days, when tories reign'd, 

And the juſt liberty. of preſs reſtrain'd, 
Sad whigs complain'd in doleful notes, and ſundry,. 
© liberty! O wirtue 1 O-my country ! 
Rut when themſelves had reach'd the day of grace,. 
They chang'd their principles, as well as place. 

Fram meſſengers ſecure no printer lies, 
They take campot tert, preſi- men, devils, ier. 


What means this change? the ſum of all the ſtory %, 
Tories depreſs'd are Whigs, and Whigs in pow't are Torien 


Harp 


A Colleftion of Epigrams. 


aRD fate, alas! poor Sylvia cry'd, 
And nature's call ſo urging! 

With lovers conſtantly ſupply'd, 

Yet doom'd to die a virgin ! 


— 


Thus Tantalut, if tales are truth, 
Had apples, plump and mellow, 
Still bobbing ever at his mouth, 
But de'il a bit to ſwallow. 


—— 4 m—_ 
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CCCLXX. 
Epi rA on PETER ARAITIR. 
Tranſlated from Italian. 
RR who no man ſpar d, 
hen th' angry fit was on him, 


Nor Go p himſelf had better far d, 
If Aretin had known him. 


R 


A Colleftion of Epigrams. 


cccLXXI. 


Upon the famous: Diſpute: between. the learned ( 
Brothers, William and John Reynolds, 
wherein they converted each ober. 


1 points of faith, ſome undetermin'd jars, 
Betwixt two brothere, kindled civil wars . 

One for the church's reſot mation ſtood, 4 
The other held no reformation good: 

The points propos'd, they traverſed the field, 
Wich equal ſtrength, ſo equally they yield z. 8 
As each deſir'd, his brother each ſubdues, , 
Yet ſuch their faith, that each his faith does loſe :: ] 
Both captives ! none the pris'ners thence to guide, 

The vigor fly ing from the vanquiſh'd ſide: F 
Both joy'd in being conquer'd ! ſtrange to ſay ! 

And yet both moum d, becauſe both won the day. 


od © > _*= Mc 
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CCCLXXII. 6 - 
On a Red-Haird BxAur v. G 


yu in this golden ſhow'r of love, 
Appears like Dancer, fit for Jeve. 


—_— »„— * md — — 


- 
%. 


A Collection of Epigrams. 


CCCLXXINM. 


On a ſmall. Colleftion for Charity: Children at 
Tunbridge. 


J little giv'n at chapel door! 

This people, doubtleſs, muſt be poor! 
So much at gaming thrown away ! —— 
No nation, ſure, fo rich as they ! 


Pritons, twere greatly for your glory, 
Should thoſe, who ſha!l tranſmit your ftory, 
Their notions of your grandeur frame, 

Not as you give, but as you game. 


* — — 
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- CCCLE-XXIV. 
Sent in a SNVFF-Box. 
TW, and ſome uſeful leſſons t will impart, - 
That, when you open it, yau ope my heart? 


Think, when you ſee this preſent from your lover, 
Yourſelf the bottom, and that I'm the cover. 


Sixcsy 
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CCCLXXV.. 


Sr Mile rallies ſacred writ, 
To win the title of a wit; 


"Tis pity but he ſhou'd obtain it, 
Who bravely pays his ſoul to gain it.. 


* 
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CCCLXXVI. 
Dryden's EpirArRH on the Lady Whitmore, 


Hai, kind, and true, a treaſure each alone; 
A wife, a miſtreſs, and a friend, in one; 
Reſt in this tomb, rais'd at thy husband's' coſt, 
Here ſadly ſumming what he had and loſt. 


Come, virgins, ere in equal bands you join, 
Come firſt and offer at her ſacred ſhrine ; 
Pray but for half the virtues of this wiſe, 
Compound for all the reſt with longer life, 
And wiſh your vows, like her's may be return d, 
So lov'd when Bring, and when dead fo mourn d. 


«  Colleftion of Epigrams. 


CCCLXXVIL.. 


Oz Mary; 4 Chambermaid. 


ARY, a chambermaid, a brown-ey'd laſs, 
Complain'd that ſhe all day in labour was 3 
Taugh'd at her ſimplicity, and ſaid, 
Surely at night then, you'lt be brought to bed. 


— ͤ»„ä„¶ẽ— 
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CCCLXXVIII. 
Fi dRTIN OG. 


no in his cups will enly bt, is like 
The clock that muſt be oil'd well, ere it aa 
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CCCLXXIX. 
Oz WoMEN. 


* paradiſe a woman cauſed all 

The ruin of mankind by Adam's fall. 

What wonder then, if they c ercome us here, | 
When we re more weak, and they, perhaps, w_—_ 


A Collection of Epigrams. 


CCCLXXX. 


FF Targuin's guilt, Lacretia, pleas'd thy ſoul, 
How cou'd thy blood waſh out a ſtain fo foul! 
But if, by downright force, the joy he had, 
To dig — t oblige a villain, proves you mad: 
Then be thy death no more the matrons pride; 

You liv'd a ſtrumpet, or a fool you dy'd. ) 


* 


* _ 


CCCLXXXI. 
| <} > a8 


| Forum bewaiſs his fins with the ſame keart 
: As friends do friends, when they're about to part. 


Believe it, For mio will not entertain 
One merry thought until 2 70 meet again. 


. CCCLXXXII. 


REASON does never proſper : What's the reaſon ? 
T Why, when it n none dare call it treaſon. 


On 


= __ , XX a a 
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A Collection of Epigrams. 


e ede 


CCCLXXNIII. 
On Hugh Peters, taking bis laſt — 


B the laſt, and beſt edition, 
Of Hugh, the author of ſedition 
So full of errors, twas not fit 

To read, till Dunn corrected it: 

But now *tis perfect, ay, and more, 
"Tis better bound than twas before. 
Now loyalty may gladly fing, - - 
Exit rebellion, in a ſtring. 

And, if you ſay, you ſay. amiſs, 

Hugh now an inde is. 


CCCLXXXIV, 
3 8 
On the Death F @ Young Man, 
OUVRN not this hopeſul youth ſo ſoon is dead 3 
But know, He #+ebles favours on his head, 


Who, for a morning's work gives equal pay 
With thoſe who have endur'd the heat o th day, 


Vol. II. 8 On 
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A Collection of Epigrams. 


CCCLXXXYV, 
On a BARBER. 


ONSORIUS only lives by cutting hair, 
Yet brags that nobles before him fit bare ; 


Methinks he ſhould not brag and boaſt of it, 


Who oftner ſtands to footmen while they fit. 


11 


— 


71 


CccLXXXVI. 


| W . Cloe does in dreams appear, 
| i How uncorrupted is our joy ; 
No fad remains, no pain, no fear, 
Stings that wou'd groſſer love deſtroy : 


Then fancy, without labour kind, 
Gives us whatever we defire, 

Tires not the body, nor the mind, 
And, without fuel, feeds the fre. 


Such is th* exalted ſpirits blis, 


And ſuch their everlaſting theme; 
For pleaſure that ſo perfect is, 
Muſt be dirine :- or elſe a dream, 


SIR 
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Collection of Epigrams. 


NR 


CCCLXXXVII. 


8¹¹ Prim, a dodghty man of war, 
Who likes to ſee the foe from far, 
Once, being in a lonely place, 
Shew'd figns of fear in limbs and face : 
His friend, perceiving him look pale, 
Cries, Captain ! — What ! does courage fail! 
The heroe ſtifly does deny 
The charge, and makes this bold reply : 
I dread not man, nor ſword, nor gun; 
„ But, z—— ! I'm lame, and cannot run. 


— . — — 


+COCLAXEVEL 4 
o a politick Ci r. | 


To bring thee cuſtom, Dick, thy wife is made, 
To flaunt it in thy ſhop with gay brocade ; 

And on each headleſs paſſenger to try 

The am'rous efforts of her ogling eye: 

By this thou 't get no cuſtom, ſilly elf, 

For thy dear ſpouſe will get it all herſelf. 74 


* 
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A Colleftion of Epigrams. 


CCCLXXXIX. 
The Wok p: | 

NE. world's a book, writ by th' eternal art | 

Of the great Author; printed in man's heart 


"Tis falſely printed, tho' divinely penn'd, 
And all th' errata will appear at th' end. 


— — 


a — — * 
CCC. 
H1s poliſh'd ſtone, of marble fair, 
Includes the corps of Gervaſe Air: 


Methinks 'tis a ſurprizing death, 
That Air ſhould die for want of breath. 


———_—_——— 


CCCXCI. 


PoveRTY. 


8 who in his pocket has no money, 
Shou'd, in his mouth, be never without honey. 


Regs16* 


A Colleftion of Epigrams. 


CCCXCII. 


RESIOGNATION 4 VIRTUE, 


ICHARD o th' green, grown old, and very poor, 
For Sunday's change, had but the ſhirt he wore ; 

Wakes, fairs, or markets, or whatever came, 
He wore his linnen, turn'd, but ſtill the fame : 
Whene'er *twas waſh'd, or when 2 bleaching ſpread, 
He ſtripp'd to buff, and lay the while in bed: 
At laſt, as drying in the ſun-ſhine laid, 
Some thief, that made no conſcience of his trade, 
(A faichleſs ftrip-buſh, who ne'er fail'd the ſport) 
Skulk'd ſlily by, and.ſtole away the ſhirt : 
The good old wife ſcreams out aloud, undone ! 
O! husband! gaffer! O! thy ſhirt is gone 
He cries, in bed — Peace, fool, is that ſuch news! 


n | 


— 


— 
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.CCCXCIII. 


DRUNKENNESS.- 


wo thief, indeed ! that ſteals, before his 
The man away, and leaves a beaſt in s place. 


\ 


8 3 On 


A Collection of Epigrams. 


CCCXCIV. 


On Lirsius's bequeathing his Gown to the 
Virgin Mary. 


A Dying Latinift, of great renown, 
Unto the Virgin Mary left his gown 3 

And was not this falſe Latin, ſo to join 

With female gender, the caſe maſculine ? 


CCCXCV. 


Lars. 


* travel, pilgrims do oſt ask, and know, 

' What miles they ve gone, und what they have to go: 
Their way is tedious, and their limbs oppreſt, 
And their deſire is to be a: 7 


In 's more tedious journey, man delays 
T'enquire out the number of his days: 
He cares, not he, how {iow his hours ſpend, 


The Journey is better than the journey's end. 


7 
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CCCXCVI. , 
25 Dr. Youns, 


Occaſioned by the long Delay of the Second 


Part of his Eſtimate of Human Life. 
By a MzRcHanT, * 


wW nEx firſt you fated human life's account, 

With pain we ſaw the articles amount, 

To ſwell a total ſo exceeding great, 

Wou'd bankrupt Max, with all his waft Eftate ! 

No credits on the diſcount fide appear, 

But debits all to miſery and frar . 

His publick funds are but a golden dream, 

His fock a bubble ! hope =—— a South-Sea ſcheme ! 

And no inſurance can ſecure his coft, 

When all that he adventures muſt be loſt ; 

Enough to make him. (full of ſpleen and hyp) ) 
To give thoſe creditors, his thoughts, the /ip. , 


Either compound the matter, for his ſtay, 
Or preſs'd with dunt, and impotent of pay, 5 
Th' infolvent muſt go off, — thro your dg. ; 


S 4 On 
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CCCXCVII. 
On ſeeing Verſes written upon Windows in Inn, 


T* fage wlo ſaid he ſhou'd be proud 
Of windows in his breaſt, 

Becauſe he ne'er one thought allow'd, 
That might not be confeſs'd ; 


His windows, ſcrawl'd by ev'ry rake, 
His breaſt again wou'd cover, 
And fairly bid the devil take 


CCCXCVIIL 
Another, 


_ ſatan taught, all conj'rers know, 
Your miſtreſs in a glaſs to ſhow, | 
And you can do as much ; 
In this the dev'l and you agree, 
None e' er made veiſes worſe than he, * 
And thine, I ſwear, are ſuch. 


» F 
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CCCXCIX. 


| Anolber. 


1 nar love is the dev'I, I'll prove, when requir d, 
Theſe rhymers abundantly ſhow it; 
They ſwear, that they all by love are inſpir u, 
And the devil's a damnable poet. 


CD. 
Another. 
xs church, and clergy, here, no doubt, 
Are very near akin ; 


Both weather-beaten are without, 
And empty both within, © 


2 
6— 


CDI. 


On the Battle of the Books. 


WIFT for the antients has argu'd ſo well, | 
"Tis apparent, from thence, that the moderns excet. 


Ye 


A Collection of Epigrams. 


col. 
The ExcnaNoe. 


O AN cudgels Ned, yet Ned's'a bully ; 
Will endgels Beſs, yet Wills a cully. 
Die Ned and Beſs ;. give Will to Joan, 
She dare not ſay her ſoul's her own : 
Die Joan and Will; give Beſs to Ned, 
And ev'ry day ſhe combs his head. 


-- 


My 
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CDIIL. 
The Poet's PowER, 


1 poets can depreſs and raiſe, 
Are lords of infamy and praiſe: 
They are not ſcurrilous in ſatire, 
Nor will in panegyrick flatter. ” 


Unjuſtly poets we aſperſe, 

Truth ſhines the brighter, clad in verſe ;. 
And all the fictions they purſue, | 
Do but inſinuate what's true. 


+ 


Tov 


A Callefion of Epigrams. 


CDIV. 


T nou hat'ſt me, and forbid'ſt my am'rous ſuit ; 
I yield, nor, ever more, thy will diſpute. 
But, leſt thou think ſt thou top'ſt the coquette's part, 
I know who 's found the paſſage to thy heart: 
John, in his eups, told James, and he the town, 
The hay-lft thou preferx'ſt to beds of dun. 


CDV. 


PHILLE, you've wiſh'd me oft to write, 
In praiſe of beauteous red and white, 

And, by ſome amorous grimaces, 
Invited me to praiſe your graces. 
Not to diſſemble, therefore, I 
Cannot do it, let me die: AK 
But, in the humour I'm now in, 
I fain wou'd praiſe what I've not ſeen; 
'Tis therefore in your pow'r to raiſe 
An ample trophy to your praiſe, 


A Colleftion of Epigrams. 


ODI. 
Encouragement to Young Authors. 


A* author young, who pants for fame, 
Begins th world with fear and ſhame; 
When firſt in print, you ſee him dread 
Each pot-gun levell'd at his head: - 
The lead yon critick's quill contains, — 
Is deſtin'd to beat out his brains; 7 
As if he heard loud thunders roll, . | 
Cries, Lord have mercy on his ſoul ; 
Concluding, that another ſhat , Pa: 
Will ſtrike him dead upon the ſpot. 
But when, with ſquibbing, flaſhing, -poppings. - 
He cannot ſee one creature dropping: * 
| That, miſſing fire, or miſſing aim, 
His life is ſafe ; I mean his fame: 
The danger paſt, takes heart of grace, 
And looks a critick in the face. 


— F 
CDVII. 


W uA r diff'rent effects does the laurel produce, 
n its bough there is honour, but death in its juice; 


Since T. -3-＋ has brought its honour ſo low, 
He fhould take of the juice, for abuſing the 3 
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CDVUI. 


The Poel's Way to thrive. 


an Congreve ſpent in writing plays, 
D And one poor office, half his days ; 


While Montague, who claim'd the "pam 


To be Mecænas of the nation, 

For poets open table kept, 

But ne er confider'd where they ſlept; 
Himſelf as rich as fifty Fewws, 

Was eaſy, tho' they wanted ſhoes ; 
And crazy Cengreve, ſcarce cou'd ſpare 
A ſhilling to diſcharge his chair : 
Till prudence taught him to appeal 
From Pæan's fire, to party-zeal : 

Net owing to his happy vein 

The fortunes of his latter ſcene ; 
Took proper principles to thrive, 
And ſo might ev'ry duncealive., 


CDIX, 
Dxess. 


H; who 33 ſtrives to make his wiſe, 
Makes her, perhaps, a avag-/ai/ all her life, 


Stern 
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Stex and Hunckv. 
MARTIAL. Epig. 41. Lib. ii. 


12 ſays one, Nee e 
But that's a lye, which will not ſerve his turn: 
1 know ng well the manners of the man, 
Soon for a cook, the prop'reſt doctor, ran. 
Wo him he told his malady ; his thirſt 
He did indulge ; and I his hunger firſt : 


 * Accordingly, ſome cutlets were prepar'd, 


Nor were the richeſt cordial wines debarr'd : 
Lord! ſays the ſick, dear doctor! may I eat? 
Egad, there's wond'rous virtue in this meat ! 
Again ; I on the ſeeming doctor wink, 
Again, the patient's very free to drink: 


And, after he had bath 'd, and roundly fed, 


We put the hum'rous patient, pleas'd, to bed. 
O, fool, to think it was a fever! when 
Only thy empty ſtomach did complain, 


Hon 
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CDXI. 
From the French. 


Tx lying world ſays naughty words 

Of you and I, my deareſt love. 
You know, my dear, the world's the Lo RI „ 
Let”em no longer lyers prove. 


— 


— 
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CDXUL. 
On bis own Diel. 


1 r, giddy, helpleſs, left alone, 

To all wy friends a burthen grown, 

No more I hear my church's bell, - 

Than if it rang out for my knell 

At thunder now no more I ſtart, 4 
Than at the rumbling of a cart : 

Nay, what's incredible, alack | 

I hardly hear a woman's clack. 
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CDXIII. 
To Dr. Sr. 


MMORTAL So- thy mind compar'd may be 
To the fair orange, and the orange tree; 

On whoſe rich boughs progreſſive fruit is ſeen, | 

Bloſſoms, and buds, and fruit, full ripe, and green: 

So, on the ſurface of thy mind there floats 

Imperfect, perfeRt, and young blooming thoughts, 

The zeſt's the unction which thy pen anoints, 

And gives thy wit ſuch ſtimulating points ; 

The fragrant fmells which iſſue from the grain, 

Are turns which cheriſh and revive the brain; 

The ſecret cells, and hidden juice diſcloſe | 

The ſpring from whence thy ſtream of humour flows f 

Tho' ſharp, yet pleaſant ; ſmart, not too ſevere ; 
Full, without flooding ; without philtring, clear. 

Long may thy tranſient name, and memory, 

Retain the verduie of the orange tree; 

And, wken thou *rt gone, may one united ſcent 

Caſt a perſume upon thy monument. 


— 


* 


Wu 
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CDXIV.. 


W nr x firſt I gaz'd on Che's face, 
And ſaw each killing eye, 
I thought *twas heav'n — and ſo it was: 
But not for ſuch as J. 


CDXV. 
Noſce teipſum. 


nx bowing to me I'd ſeen long ago; 
Said I, Who art ? he ſaid, 7 do not know: 
I faid,. I know thee; I, faid he, know you; 
But he who knows Hime, I never knew. 


— 


RN *% 4 4 1 — 
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CDXVI. 


N. Oy Pope Pros the Fifth. 


7 
4 * 


2 the Fits lies here ; your wonder fix; 


Of all the popes, you can 't count Pius fix, 
vor. II. > 


Be Collection of Epigrams. 


4 


CDXVII. 


'To bis MisTREssS. 


] Ewe, becauſe it comes to me by kind; 

And much, becauſe it much delights my mind 3 

And thee, becauſe thou art within my heart ; 
And thee a/ene, becauſe of thy deſert. 

Il love, and much, and thee, and thee alone: 
By kind, mind, heart, deſert, and ev'ry one. 


2 


CDXVIII. 
Love, ' 


| 1 — to me's the fires the awound, the chain, 
By which love burns, love binds, and giveth pain: 

| But, for to quench this fire, this chain to looſe, 

&. This wound to heal, I wou'd not, cou'd I chuſe : 

1 Strange ſickneſs, where the wound, the chain, the fire, 

= That burns, that binds, that pains, I muſt 4%! 


F 
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Sent with a Preſent of Mead. 


Ty juice of Beer, not Bacchus,” here behold, 
Which Brig bards were wont to quaff of old; 
The berries of the grape with faries (well, 


| r 
. —— 8 
Errrarn en Cnanres the Second, nog 
N elde re T7 
2x2 lies the laſt king 'Chirks of Spain 


| Who all his-life neter made campaign :' U- 

He made no children, girl, nor boy, 

Nor gave two wives oe nuptial joy. LUIS IL 7 
What has chis valiant prince then done, ' ; 

Who long poſſeſs d fo vaſt a throne? 24) 7264. Þ 
Een nothing; neither gobd nor ill, 
Nay, not ſo much as made his II. 


© x44 
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 -Colleftion of Epigrams. 


On a Red hair d BRAD v. 


W nA nature's pencil drew this piece, 
With ſo much skill and artifice; 
She, for its greater wor h and fame, 
Thus ſet it in a golfen ame. 
If in theſe outward parts we find | 
Such wealth, what bears her richer mind? 


pI ng 


. 
- 6 © W ll... 
Co _ * ? 


cDxXII. 


On oLevk, that was Mr. "Boyle after- 
wards Earl 84 Corke. 


'Þ Ep ub — Net in i Wark. 


Wy i vital fap did: make we fpring, .. co 
And leaf and bough did flouriſh brave, 
I chen was dumb, and. cou'd not fing, | 
© Nor had the voice-which, now.I have : 
But when the ax. my life. did end. 
The nige nine this voice did lend. 


_ 3 J. 


* 


| ak \ 
; A Colleftion of Epigrams. 


AW retiring from I hiteball, 

Where he had ſtateſman been, 
Built for himſelf a box ſo. ſmall, 

That few could be receiv'd within. 
The country all admir'd at this, 


And could not at the reaſon. gueſs, . 

Why one ſo wealthy and ſo great, R _ 

Should cage himſelf at ſuch a rate. | 

Till, at the laſt, a fox came by, 4 

A courtier alſo, fleek and i;; | 

And thus, in earneſt, and in jeſt, 8 

His reaſon gave, among the reſ: 4 

Perhaps my lord commiſſioner intends | * 
Here to receive only his Zoneff friends." * | , g 


a. 
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B Titus three years had in Land been 

Yet nor the /ons, nor the /ambs had ſeen : 
I cannot tell the cauſe without a ſmile, _ + . 
He has been in the Comprer all the while. 


— 


CnasSTIT. 


* 


CAST IT. 

1 n* Arabian bird, which never is but one, 
Is only chaſte, becauſe ſhe is alone: 

But, had our mother nature made them me, 


They wou'd have done as dove, and ſparrows do. 


L , 
„ * 
— 
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CDXXVI. 
Diſcouragement from purſuing Poetical Studies. 


From CALPHURNIUS, 


oY, breale thy reeds, and ſplit thy uſeleſs pen, 
And follow ſordid trade, with other men. | 


Nay, tho' thou art for ev'ry trade unfit, 


Never, I charge thee, meddle more with uit : 
Rather for hogs get acorns ; and, when need, 

Milk kine, and ſell their milk: This way thou It feed. 
By common hawking thou a cds buy, 7 
But not a bit of bread with poetry. | | 
For my mad muſe no more to me e, a 
* tunefal words. 09 Kt 2. 


ß is or. 
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CDXXVII. $ 


Aker and an Exgliſbman diſputed, 
Which of their lands maintain'd the greateſt ſtate ; | 
The Englibman' the W:/bman quite confuted, 

The We/hman yet wou'd not his vaunts abate ; 
Ten cooks, quoth he, in Wales, one wedding ſees ; 
Ay, quoth the other, each mam toaſts his cheeſs. 


SS 1 AM a3 4 a 


CDXXVIII. 
To an Old Mon1Tos. | 


you now, grave fir! ſpend not ſo much advice, 
Speak little, if you 'd have me think you wiſe; © 
You rail at-things which you yourſelf are paſt, | 
Much rather rail at time, and nature's hafte ; 

For, were you young and vigorous, like me, 
You wou'd improve the gifts of liberty. 

When young as I, you, doubtleſs, were the lame, } 2 


* - 


Your heart on fire at ev'ry woman's name, 
And nature ſally d to aſſiſt the flame. 

Gay things you ſought, brisk pleaſures your delight, 
Free was your fancy, keen your appetite. 
But, fince your head is winter'd o'er with ſnow, 
We cannot wonder at the froſt below. 


On „ 


On a UP, drunk. 


FAT! Aa ron dunk! — ** Tias profane miſtake! 
„Sad times ! devotion drunkenneſs to make !” 
th, but be reel ! — Poor man! he reads all day! 
He ſtudies hard, and-ſcarce can ſes his way !” 

But, fee ! he fpews ! What matters that to thee ? 


<< *Tis hut a plentiful delivery. — 


Thus, for each crime a fiend will find excath ; 
But woe to him, whom they're diſpos'd t' abuſe 


cDxXXX. 
Manz. Epig, Rv. Lib. i. 


Y eu *re fair, and rich, a maid, and virtuous tod 
1 And this you oft affirm, is what we knew. 

Precarious is your wealth, your virtue more; 
And who can be a maid, who is a whore? 
Had you but faid, I'm neither rich, nor fair, P 


We had allow'd it, tent reſt e 


r 
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CDXXXI, 


To an old riſible Lavv. 
te! MaxrIAL. Lib. ii. Epig. 4. 


L av, if thou'rt wiſe, ſweet, pretty maiden, laugh, 
| 'Tis true, the poet ſaid ; and it was ſafe : 
15 But this he ſaid not to all women, neither, 
He faid it not to thee ; for art thou either ? 
Not unto thee, who haſt a ſtinking breath, 
And only three, remarkable bad, teeth, , _ 5 
Which look like pitch or box, he ſaid it not; 
13 And yet thou laugh'ſt, unreaſonable trot ! 
For, if thou did'ſt conſult thy glaſs or me, 
Thou wou'd't not mimick rifibility. =» 
Ola Priam's ſpouſe, hight Hecuba of yore, _ 
Was never ſuch an antiquated whore, 
4 What if the player does beſtride an aſs, _ 
eh Regard not him, but view your pocket-glaſs, © . 


Or elſe, with wives and ſiſters of our tas, ö * + 1 
Sigh at the ſad relation of the wars. ; % 
or if at church you ever fall aſleep, 
Tho dae W. 4 te ſoul, — and a 
* . 4 : 1 ie den IQ 
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CDXXXIII. 
From the Latin. 
Rx nA Y, Dido, was thy fate, 
In firſt and ſecond wedded ſtate! 


One husband caus'd thy flight by dying, 
1h death the other caus d by flying. 


CDXXXIII. | 
On Sir WALTER RALEGH 3 
As in bis LITE, lately publiſhed, 


O ! hadit thou ſerv'd the heroine all thy days, 
| Had heav'n from ſtorms of envy ſcreen'd thy bays; 
Hadſt thou ſtill flouriſh'd in a warlike reign, | 
Thy fword had made a conqueſt like thy per / 


9 a The valiant ſubject, but a tim'rous king. 


* 888 a. r = PIE "TIE * ** 


1 KAI. 1 
On the Funeral of Vulture erh. 


vw HAT num'rous lights this wretch's corps attend, 
* in his life- time, lav'd a candle's end! 


# «" 
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But nought to ſuch untimely fate cou d bring . . 
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CDXXXV, 


| by all thy humours, whether grave, or m 
Thou *rt ſuch a touchy, teſty, pleaſ: 

Haſt ſo much wit, and mirth, and ſpleeF, about thee, 
There is no living with thee, nor without thee. 


CDXXXVI. 


A haughty courtier, meeting in the ſtreets 

A icholar, him thus inſolently greets; 
Baſe men to take the ava/l I ne'er permit; T” 
The ſcholar ſaid, I do; and gave biz it. 


* 


—— 


CDXXXVII c BY 
The WoRLD, = . 
** is the beſt world, that we live in, 
To lend, and to ſpend, and to give in: 


But to borrow, or beg, or to get a man's own, | 
1: is the worſt world that ever was known, „ 


If x LJ * 
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CDXXXVIII. 


In Uxorem. 


From MARTIAL, 


* grave demureneſs pleaſes me, 
| Mix'd with well-tim'd delight : 
All. day thou may'ſt Lucretia be, 

But Lais be at night. 


CDXXXIX, 
On a Bret, ſtifled in Honey. 


F flow'r to flow'r, with eager pains, 
See the bleſt buſy lab'rer fly; 
When all that from her toil ſhe gains, 
Is, in the ſweets ſne hoards, to die. 


"Tis thus, wou'd man the truth believe, 
With life's ſoft ſweets, each fav*rite 5 Joy: 
If we tale wiſely, they relieve ; 


But, if we plunge too deep, deſtroy. 


Tuvs 
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CDXL. 


T xvs with kind words Sir Edward cheend his friend: 

Dear Dick ! thou on my friendſhip may ſt depend ö 

I know thy fortune is but very ſcant; 

But, be aſſur'd, I'Il ne'er ſee Dich in want. 

Dic#s ſoon conſin d — his friend, no doubt, wou'd 
free him: 

— His word he kept — in want he ne'er wou'd ſee him. 


; FY 
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CDXLI. 


* had but two words to maintain him ever, 
The one was fand, the other wd deliver ;; 
But Dick's in Newgate, and he fears ſhall never 
Be bleſs d again with that ſweet word &/ver. 


mms —_—_ _— 
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CbxXIII. 


5 convict of publick wrongs to men, 

Takes private beatings, and provokes again: 
Two kinds of valour he diſplays at once, 

Aus in brains, and paſſive in his bones. _ F 


vs 3 U 3 On 
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CDXLIII. 
On G-RD--R*s taking the Degree of a Serjeant. 


W uEN G- r the coif in a whimſey put on, 
Such crouding and ſtaring ſure never was known! 
A figure ſo ſtrange in the world was ne'er ſeen ; 
All marvell'd what ſuch an appearance cou'd mean: 
»Tis the devi, cry'd one, but another cry'd, no, 
The devil wou'd never diſguiſe himſelf ſo; C 
Why then, cry'd a third, egad it is Jo. 


— — .... 
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CDXLIV. 


On Pope Paul. and his DAUGHTER, 


nov haſt a daughter, Paulus, I am told, 

1 And for this daughter thou haſt ſtore of gold; 
The daughter thou didit get, gold thou didſt gather, 
Make thee no holy, but a happy father. | 


E 


CDXLV. 


W HEN men of infamy to grandeur ſoar, 
They light a torch to ſhew their ſhame the more. 


0. 


A Collection of Epigrams. 


" % - "= N — # ” nth, 8 — 
N e \ IV . SS 1007s 8 
. 21 \ — , c } 


— 


cpxLvf. 
On STEPHEN Duck. 1730. 


T ns threſher Dyck cou'd o'er the queen prevail ;- 
The proverb ſays, No fence againſt a flail. 
From threſhing corn, he turns to threſh his brains, 
For which her m— y allows him graizs : 

Tho' 'tis conſeſt, that thoſe who ever ſaw 

His poems, think them all not worth a /tranv. 
Thrice happy Duck! employ'd in threſhing fubb/e! 
Thy toil is leflen'd, and thy profit's double. 


— 


On Plutarch's STATUE; e 
From ihe Greek. 


HERONEAN P-utarch! to thy deathleſs page 
Does martial Rome this grateful ſtatue raiſe ;- 


Becauſe both Greece and ſhe thy fame have ſhar'd, | 


Their heroes written, and their lives compar'd: 2 
But thou thyſelf cou'dſt never write thine own 3- Fx. 


Their lives. had parallels, but thine has none. 
4 3 
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uw CDXLVIII 
8 The GRAVE. 


A LL journey forwards to the ſelf-ſame place, 
Some the next way, and ſome the faſter pace. 
Heay*ns ! in this common road, I do not care 


What pace I travel, ſo my ay be fair. 


— — _ 
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CDXLIX. 


To HENRY Puck. 


T o you a tribute from each muſe is due; 

The whole poetick tribe's oblig'd to you: «+ 
For ſarely none but you, with equal caſe, 
Cou'd add to David, and make D*Urfey pleaſe. 


_— 


EDI. 


— is e yet when ſhe was young, 
She had both teeth enough, ani too much tongue. 

What ſhall we then of toothleſs Sy/la ſay, 

But that her tongue has worn her teeth away 7 


No 
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No Indifferency in Love or Friendſhip. 
love and friendſhip, paſſion warm ſhou'd be ; 
Who acts in either with indiff 'rency, . 
Is not a woman, nor a man for me. 


The love that's cold, or friendſhip that's not warm, 
Does no one good, but may do many harm. 


' 


1 


CDLII. 
MARTIAL. Lib. v. Epig. 9. 


A languiſhing, thou ſem'ſt to me, 

A hundred doctors, cach expecting ſe:: 
A hundred feel my pulſe ! O ! 1 know why * 
I ſcarcely then was ſick, but now am like to die 


—_—. 


CDLIII. 
The EPITA PH Sylvius, a Phyſician of Paris, 


H= zre Sybvius lies, who never gratis gave, | 
And grieves, now dead, that this yau gratis have, 


Erirarn 


V 
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CDLIV. 


EpirAPH en Abraham Cowley. 


From the Latin of Dr. Knipe, on the Moyu- 


ment erected by Villiers, Duke of Backing- 
ham, 1667. 

HILF through the world thy labours ſhine, 
Bright as thyſelf, thou bard divine, 
Thou in thy fame wilt live and be 

A partner with eternity. 

Here, in foft peace, for ever reſt, 

Soft as the love that fill'd thy breaſt ; 

Let hoary faith around thy urn, 

And all the watchful muſes, mourn. 

For ever facred be this room, 

May no rude hand difturb thy tomb; 

Or facrilegious rage and luſt 

Affront thy venerable duſt. 


„ 


CDLV. 
LIOACI ES. 


Te. whoi in life : oppreſs, and then bequeath 
Their goods to pious uſes at their death; 
Are like thoſe drunkards, who, when laid aſleep, 
Diſgorge the liquor which they cannot keep. 
„ Tins: 
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cpLvI. 


Trims. 


77 Io ſtands gazing for the clouded fun, 


To be inform'd how faſt his hours ſhall run. 


Ah! fooliſh 7icio, art thou ſound in mind, 
To loſe by ſeeking, what thou ſeek'ſt to find ? 


— 
— 0 « - - —_—_ 4 » „ 


ODLVII. 


AY. Celia late in wagg' ry took 
Young Philip's notes away 
The deacon, robb'd of heart and book, 


What cou'd he more than pray ? 


As you had pilferd ilely maid) 
You ſhou'd have preach'd the ſermon 3 
His words had prov'd, by you convey'd, 
Like dew upon Mount Hermon. 


Againſt ſuch force were no defence, 
You doubly might ſurprize ; 

With thunder of his eloquence, 
And lightning of your eyes, 


1 


; | CDLVII. 
On Venvs, ſeen in tbe Solar Echpſe, 1713. 


er NU s, dallying with Mars, as goes the old ſtory, 
Requeſted the /n to abandon his glory; | 

'Tis done, but, fair goddeſs, you re never the nearer 3 

Where next will you hide, when the ſhade ſhews you 


clearer ? 
—— EEE 
CDLIX. 
To a Lady, on her Recovery from the Small: 
OX, 


C. no more unjuſtly fear 
Vour num'rous ſlaves decreaſe; 


| Say, does the ſun leſs bright appear, 


Tho! ſpots o erſpread his face? 


Thoſe ſtains, by fate's ſevere decree, 
He's ever doom'd to wear ; 
While thine each riſing morn ſhall ſee 

Diſſolving into air. 
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CDLX. 


5 the quick ſpirit, Delia, in your eye, 

Ere long will languiſh, and muſt one haps, 
If ev'ry beauty, ev'ry youthful grace, 
Muſt ſurely fly from that forſaken face; 
Then let us, lovely charmer, reap our joys, 
Ere cruel time ſuch goodly fruit deſtroys. 


But, if thoſe jetty locks muſt ever grow, 
Nor e'er be whiten'd- oer with-age's ſnow ; 
If thoſe bright ſuns, thy eyes, muſt know no ſhade, 
And thy now blooming beauties never fade; 
Then ſcruple not, my Delia, to beſtow 
What, freely gather'd, ſhall as freely grow. 


Thus, nymph, whate'er th' effects of time may prove, . 
They furniſh motives ſtrong for preſent love. 


CDLXI. 


* * 
% 6 - 
—_— 4 
< * 
* „ 


19 if our days be fewv, why do we ſpend, 
And laviſh them to ſuch an evil end? 
Or, why, if they be evil, do we wrong 
Ourſelves and Thee, in wiſhing them ſo Jong? 
Our days decreaſe, our evils ſtill renew, 


We make them evil, and Thou mak'R them R 
2 Erirarxn 


1 
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CDLXII. 


Epir APH on Mrs. MARV Lovtnay, 7 


Cheſton, in Suffolk, 1 639. 


ASTE, reader, and away, IVES 
| Leſt thou doſt turn 1dolater : 

For here, love, virtue, grace, and wit, 
In a true virgin-knot were knit. 


a 
* * n „ 


| CDLXIN. 
MaRTIAIL. Lib. v. Epig. 10. 


— I 
3 


* but too true, while living, fame's deny d. 
And rarely readers praiſe us; but deride : 
Theſe are ſtrange envious manners, Regulus, 


| The mauldy dead ſtill to prefer to us! 


So the dim ſhade of Pompey's ruin d walks, 
The ſophiſt ſeeks, and to old temples ſtalks. 


Eunius is read, Virgil they ſcarcely praiſe z - |: ' 


So his own age deipis'd Mæonides: 
Rarely Menander gain'd the comick crown 


And Naß only to Corinna's known. 


Yet us, or ours, croud not upon you faſt, 
Since * s after death, we re not in halle. 


7 
1 I 0 


ve 


r 
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CDLXIV. s 
Coprvus and CSA R. 


0's country Codrus ſuffer'd by the ſword, 
F And, by his death, his country's fame reſtor'd z 
Cæſar into his mother's boſom bare 
Fire, ſword, and all the ills of civil war: 
Codrus confirm'd his country's wholſome laws; 
Cæſar in blood ſtill juſtify'd his cauſe ; _ 
Yet following kings ne'er 'dopted Codru name; 
But Cz/ar ſtill, and Emperor's the ſame. 


. 


2 — 


CDLXV. 
Hardſbip put upon LADIES, 


Don ladies] tho? their bus'ne/ be to play, 
"Tis hard they muſt be buſy 2:ig4t and day: 
Why ſhou'd they want the privilege of men, 
And take ſome ſmall diver nt, now and then! 
Had women been the makers of our laws, 
(And why they were not, I can ſee no cauſe) 
The men ſhou'd fave at cards from morn to night, 
And female pleaſure be to read and aurite, 


2 RR. 
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CDLXVI. 


RE PENTAN CE. 


* not to cry out mercy, or to ſit 
And droop, or to confeſs that thou haſt fail'd ; 


»Tis to bewail the fins thou didſt commit, | 

And not commit thoſe ſins thou haſt bewail'd ; 
He that bewaik, and not for/akes them too, 
Confeſles rather what he means to do. 


88 _— — 


—— 


cDLXVII. 
Courage miſplac d. 


s Thomas was cudgel'd one day by his wife, 
He took to the ſtreet, and fled for his life: 


Don's three deareſt friends came by in the ſquabble, 


And ſav'd him at once from the ſhrew and the rabble: 
Then ventur'd to give him ſome ſober advice; ; 
But om is a perſon of honour ſo nice, 
Too wiſe to take counſel, too proud to take warning, 


That he ſent to all three a challenge next morning: 
Three duels he fought; thrice he ventur'd his life, 


- Went home, and was cudgel'd again by his wie, 


þ | The 
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CDLXVIII. 
The Place of the Damm d. 


11 folk*, who N to religion or grace, 
Allow there's a hell, but diſpute of the place: 
But, if hell by logical rules be defin'd 
The place of the dumm d, T'll tell you my mind; 
Where-ever the damn'd do chiefly abound, 
Moſt certainly there is hell to be ſound ; 


Damn'd poets,” damn'd criticks, damn'd blockheads, 
damn'd knaves, : 
Damn'd ſenators brib'd, damn'd prollitutefflaves ; 


Damn'd lawyers and judges, damn 'd lords, and damn 'd 


{quires, * * 
Damn'd ſpies and informers, Jamn'd friends, and damn' & 
lyars ; 


Damy'd villains corrupted in ev*ry ſtat on, 

Damn'd time-ſerving prieſts all over the nation: 

And, into the bargain, I Il readilpgive x 
Damn'd ignorant prelates, and counlellors privy. 

Then let us no longer by parſons be flamm'd, c 
For we know, by theſe marks, the place of the damn'd; 
And hell, to be ſure, is at Paris, or Romez 


How happy for us, chat it is not at Home? 
7 


vor. II. * Maria. 
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CDLXIX. 


Ma RTIAL. Lib. ix, Epig. 15. 


Ho have we here? the table's ſpread, I ſee, 
With all the care of ſtudy'd luxury. 
Your true and conſtant friend, you ſay it is! 
A friend indeed to your varieties. 
Deny him theſe ; and you 've no cauſe to doubt, 
For a leſs treat, this friend would cut your throat. 


* — 


* — — 


CDLXX. 


Againſt an everlaſting Repeater of bis own 
VERsEs. 


. From Max TAL, Lib. iv. Epig. 8s. 


W HY doſt thou, in a fever, friend, declaim? 
Why, thou art mad, and not perceiv'ſt the ſame. 
Indeed thou ?rt really mad, and doſt rehegrlo | 
© 'Thy intermittent fits to me in verſe. | 
Oh ! who can wonder if thou burn and fry, 
Parch'd up with ſo much vain loquacity-! 
Howe'er, be ſilent now, and go to reſt, 
Thou 't then relieve th' rer, and oppreft. 


Love 
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CDLXXI. 
Love and the Tooth- ach compared. 
1 mock me, fair one, when you ſay 2 
I 've not much reaſon to complain? 


That thoſe who have che tooth ach may 
Compare their torture with my 


But I, who have with both been curſt, 
Can well diſtinguiſh in this matter; 
Love muft be certainly the worſt, © © ICT 
Since aggravated with your laughter. 


— —— Ct 2 60 
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CDLXXII. 3 


On buying a BBU. 


is but a fall to rejoice, or boaſt a 


How ſmall a "= thy well-bought al coll. ? 
Until thy death, thou ſhalt not fully know 6M 
Whether it was a pennyworth, or nom; 
And, at that time, believe me, twill appear 5. * 
Extremely cheap, or elſe extremely dear. . 


. X 2 mu 
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CDLXXIII. 
Whence the ſuperior Rame of Auguſtus Czar. 


oR twice nine cenUries, why has partial fame 
Oer avorthier Romans, ſwell'd th' Auguſtan name ? 

O'er Jab us, nobler, and of mightier mind ? 
Oer ev'n Veſpaſfum darling of mankind ? 
—— What, but the muſe, this laſting diff*rence made ? 
Pleas'd poets lent the world's great lord their aid: 
And, from their grateful praiſe, conſent firſt grew, 
That he, who rais'd the Arts, ſurpaſt d them, too, 


„ 


—4 
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CDLXXIV. 
| Wu HEN is chaſte lamb is from her fiſters led, 
And interwoven garlands paint her head; 
The gazing flgck, all envious at her pride, a 
Behold her skipping by the prieſteſs? ſide 5. 3 Pk 
Each hopes the flow'ry wreath with longing eyes ; 
While ſhe, alas! is led to facrifice ! 


Thus walks the bride, in all her ſlate array d, 
The gaze and envy of each thougkuleſs maid, 
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CDLXXV. 
| DE On SzLr-Conczrr. . 15 
* charming power of ſelf e 


For none are ſlaves in thy dominion: 
Secure in thee, the mind's at eaſe; 


The vain have only one to pleaſe. 
$a | 
e | _— 9 21 
CDLXXVI. 
3 bre 
On the Grub-ſtreet Journal. 


CNN (ays Martial) will'd to have it thought 
He but /m poor ; — and ſpent not what he ought 3 

'Twas a mere bite! — not only poor em: 9 

He was indeed, the fad poor dog he n h 


ag 


So that black mail that darkens Grub. fret — 
Wou'd joke away the truth behind the name: 
But never weigh'd, how dull the jeſt wou'd ſound; 1 / 
To be calPd Grub-ftreet, and, be Grub-ftreet found ] 


0 Writtes 
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CDLXXVII. 


Written by the Lord La xs Do wWyVR, in a Leaf 
of his Works, preſented to the Que! EEN. 


12 expiring, wha, wich * voice, 
Made kings, and queens, and beauty's charms, her 


choice; 
Now, on her death · bed, this laſt homage pays, 
O queen ! to thee ; accept her dying lays. 
So; At th” approach of death, the cygnet tries 
To warble one note woe: — And, Iinging, dies. 


4 bs 


Hail, mighty queen ' whoſe pow rſul ſmile alone 
Commands ſubjection, and ſecures the throne : 

- Contending parties, and plebeian rage, 

Had puzzled loyalty for half an age: 


"ring our hearts, you end the long Alpa, 5 


All, who have eyes, confeſs you abſolute; 


To Tory doctrine, even Whigs reſign, 
And, in vr perſon, own a right divine. 


Thus ſang the muſe, in her laſt moments, fir'd 


. | With Carolina's praiſe And then expir'd. 


* 
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CDLXXVIII. 


Written in a Leaf of the. ſame, preſented to 
the PRINCESS OYAL, 


\ ux we'd exalt ſome heav'nly fair, 
To ſome bright goddeſs we compare: 

Minerva, wiſdom 3 'Fum, grace; 

And Venus furniſhes the face: 1 

In royal Aune's bright form is ſeen, | 

What comprehends em all —— The Queen 


1 _ 


CDLXXIX. 
Friendly Advice to Mr. Pop x. 


War. by the muſe's god, to riſe, ſublime, 
What has thy fame to fear from peeviſh rhvme ? 
Shalt zhox —— decreed till time's own death, to Ie, 
Yet avant the nobleſt courage to forgive P 
Slander'd in vain, enjoy the ſpleen of foes: 

Let theſe, from envy, hate; from intere/?, thoſe ! 
Guilt like the firſt, your gratitude requires 

Since none can ervy, till he, firſt, admires ; 

And nature tells the laſt, his crime is naue, 
Who, to your intereſt, but prefers his own. | 
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CDLXXX. 


0 the Civil Wars between Pour EY and 
CæsAR. Nos 
Imitated from PLUTARCH. 
OE, Neptune, Pluto, when they did agree 
To ſhare betwixt them Heaven, Hell, and Sea ; 
Three Gods contentedly poſſeſſed then 
That world, which now cannot ſuffice two Men. 


r * 


„ 


r 


From MART1AL. 


nar there's no heay' n, and that no gods there are, 
| Silius affirms ; and all his proof is this, 

That while ſuch blaſphemies pronounce he dare, 
He liveth here in caſe, and earthly bliſs. 


—— 


CDLXXXII. 
On PAULA, & 
MaRTIAL. Lib. ix. Epig. 5. 


. Gu: 'd fain have Priſun no one blame her can: 
He'll not have her; and who can blame the man? 
- | L 


n . 
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CDLXXXIT. 
* 1xT love and death, but one ſmall diff rence lies: 
The foul in both, from its own body, flies. 
In death, tis gone—— like ſmoke, diffolv'd in ait, 
Loſt in its flight, the loſer knows not where. 
In love we trace it — with ſuch willing pain, 
Twere to die, twice, to take it back again. 


% 


*CDLXXXIV. 
Written in a Young Lady's ALMANAC. 


Tuixx, bright Fhyella, when you ſee 
The conſtant changes of the year, 
That nothing is from ruin free, 
And gayeſt things muſt diſappear. 
Think of your glories in their bloom, 
The ſpring of ſprightly youth itnprove; 
For cruel age, alas ! will come, | | 
And then *twill be too late to Tove. 


Yor. It. TIN 92 
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CDLXXXV. 
0s, C. Du Vall, the Highwayman. 


4 
; x E comes Du Vall; ſtranger, if male thou art, 
Look to thy purſe; if female, to thy heart; 
Much havock he has made in both; for all 
The mem he makes to ſtand; the awomen, fall: 


As. 
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CDLXXXVI. 
To Corinna. 
1 only begg'd to-kiſs your hand, 
You ſaid your lips I might command; 


Shou'd I now ask. thoſe lips to kiſs, 
Wou'd you not grant a greater bliſs ?. 


CDLXXXVII. 
 ConsTANCY. 


ru conſtancy no time, no power can move; 
SA He that bath known to change, ne er knew to love. 
On 


e. 
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CDLXXXVIII. 


On the OrFERING made by King IAM Es J. 
at a grave CoMEDy, called, The Marriage 
of Arts. 


A” Chrift- ow Mizuno play'd before the. 
ing, 

Leſt theſe learn'd mates ſhould want an offering, 

The king himſelf did offer — what, I pray ? 

He offer'd, twice or thrice, to go away. 


” — 


— 


DLX. 


He ſhall we pleaſe this age ? if in a ſong. 


We put above fix lines, they count it long: 
If we contract it to an epigram, 

As deep the dwarfiſh poetry they damn; 

If we write plays, few ſee above an act, 

And thoſe lewd masks, or noiſy fops diſtract. 

Let us write ſatire then, and, at our eaſe, 

Vex the ill-natur'd fools we cannot pleaſe. 


T ; 
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CDXC. 


| To a Paxsox, who lived not up to what be 
| taught. 


1 expect thy dofrine follow d, were abſurd, 
4 When thy life ſhe ws, thou credit'ſt not a word. 


— —_— — 


CDXCI. 
The WORLD. 


_ world's a printing kau/e; our words are thoughts, 
Our deeds are characters, of feveral ſizes ; 
Bach faul's a compoſitor, of whoſe faults 
The Zzvites are correctors; heav'n reviſes ; 
Death is the common preſi, from whence being driven, 
We're gather d, ſheet by ſheet, and bound for heav n. 


= 1 
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CDXCH. 
PEAFUMES, 


un that fmells leaſt, ſmells beſt ; which intimates 
They ſmell like S h, that ſmell like ci cats. 
Dia- 


8 
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CDXClII. 


Dialocv between an Old Incumbent, and 
the Perſon promiſed the next Preſentation. 


K* glad to ſee you well ---- O faithleſs breath ! 
What, glad to ſee me well, and wiſh my death | 
No more, replies the youth, fir, this miſgiving : 

I wiſh not for your Death, but for your Living. 


— « - — — 
CDXCIV. 
Left upon a Young Ladys ToilsTTE. 


ts god of ſleep, when next you ſteal 
To charming Calia's eyes, | 
In dreams to the dear maid reveal 
Who tis that for her dies. 


But, ſhou'd the fair one be diſpleas'd 2 
At the unwelcome theme, 

Ny her, and let her heart be eas d 
By finding it a dream. 
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CDXCV. 
On a Splendid Dinner at the Election of the 


late Pop E. 


IKE Noah's ark, the ſpacious room is fill'd, 
With-all thatearth, or air, or oceans yield ; 

Each element's exhauſted to afford 
A regal dinner for one ſingle lord: 
Yet, tho' in both each creature we might find; 
The footed, finny, and the feather'd kind; 
Jn this they diffter'd, that the crowded hall 
Wanted the righteous eight that ſav'd us all. 


CDXCVI.. 


WI T legions of fables, and whimſical tales, 

Paſs current for- goſpel, where preiſtcraft prevails! 
Our anceſtors thus were moſt ſtrangely deceiv'd, 

What ſtories and nonſenſe for truth they believ'd ! 

But we, their wiſe fons, who theſe fables reject, 

Ev'n truth, now-a-days, are too apt to ſuſpect: 

From believing too much, the right faith we let fall; 


So now we belie ve — 'troth nothing at all, 
1 bl. | Os 
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CDXCVII. 


On Thomas Flatman, Eſq and the Three 
Faculties in which be Was Killed. 


nov'b FLaTMan for his client ſtrain the laws, 
The painter gives ſome colour to the cauſe; 
Shou'd criticks cenſure what the poet writ, 
The p/cader quits him at the bar of wit: a 


EDXCVHI. J 


Rv one to a ſot, while you tope at this rate, 5 
No cloaths you *ve to put on, nor victuals to eat: 
Quoth Barnaby, under miſtake, fir, you lie, } 


Nor cold I'm, nor hungry; fince gin can ſupply 
Cloth and meat; but not drink----ſor I'm ever adry. 


CDXCIR. 


IR task is hard, the choice twixt bad and good 4 
Vice plagues tle mind > and ws fleſh and blood. 
"4 | *- 
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Woman is a book, and often found 
To prove far better in the Set, than bound; 
No wonder then » ſome ſtudents take delight, 
Above all things, to * in the night.” 
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DI. 
MARRIAGE, 


Er the good man for nuptial rites deſign d, 
Turn over every page of womankind ; 

Mark ev'ry ſenſe, and how the readings 5 vary, - 

And, when he's read 'em thorough, le him mary 
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. And not bimfelf offend ; 


1 
Bot Gov knows when he'll end. 
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